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IN order: to illuſtrate the Occafion of this his firſt 
FEſſay in Print, the Author thinks it proper to lay 
before his Reader, an Advertiſement which made its 
Appearance in the Gazelleer, upon the 25th of Novem- 
ber, 1766,---to which (at the Requeſt of a Friend of 
his) he would have returned the Anſwer which im- 


mediately follows it, but.was refuſed the Inſertion of : 


it, by the Gazetteer Printer in particular, and a very 
churliſh Meſlage returned him with the three Shillings 
ſent with it. The Author thinks it but conſiſtent to 
add, that the firſt eight Lines were wrote for private 
Peruſal only ; but finding, upon farther Application 
to get his Advertiſement inſerted, that there was no 
A B oppoling 


. the R E A D E. R. 


oppoſing the connefted Sway of the deſpotic Printers; he 
then determined upon this Publication. ---The Addreſs 
of the 2 25th of November was, verbatim, as follows. 


To the Curious, particularly the Ladies. A young | 
married Gentleman, labouring under ſome Difficulties, 

and willing to maintain his Family by his own Induſ- £ 
ty, rather than depend too much on his F riends, ha- 

Ling a few vacant Hows in the Week, is willing to 

wait on any genteel Company with a very Curious 
Elefirical Machine, and exhibit many ſurprizing Expe- 

riments therewith ; belides many others, if required, 

in natural Philoſophy. -- As he is a Perſort of great Repu- 
tation, inviolable Secrecy is required; and this Adver- 
tiſement is only meant to Perſons of Honour.---The 
Advertiſer will leave it entirely to their Generoſity, to 

reward according to Suligſution· Plenſe to ſend a Line 

to the Piazza Coffee · Houſe, Covent - Garden, directed - 
for A. P. ce e attended to. 1 


7 K 


' The Sa Anſwer, to the hoe 2 from: a Lady) 
' beni as follows, 


CO EA ods Lady (of a Molt experimental Turn of 


Mind) captivated with the amazing Ingenuity of the 
5 Propoſals 


To the READER. vi 


Propoſals, from the Gentleman A. P. who addreſſed 
the Ladies in particular, touching his curious Electri- 
cal Machine, finds herſelf ſo ideally prepoſſeſſed in 
Favour of his Art, that | nothing but an actual Proof 
of his natural Philoſophy, can poſſibly to Satisfaction 
convince her.---An early Diſplay of his ſublime Ta- 
lent is required, by his immediate Attendance upon 
Seigniora Inamorata, at the Jupiter and Leda, in the 
Grove of Sweets.” 


The Author now ſubmits his trifling performance 
to the Candour of his Reader, and leaves it entirely to 
his impartial Opinion, whether his deſigned Adver- 
tiſement is or is not more exceptionable, than that firſt 
of all admitted into the impartial boaſting Gazetteer. 
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ODS! how I laugh to fee ſuch letter d Elves, 
Big with the vaſt Importance of Themſelves, 

Inſert, reject, and with deſpotic Sway, 
Retail ſuch paltry Stuff from Day to Day ; | 
But ſhould ſome fimart-wrote Pleafantry of Whim, 
Aſk their Acceptance, — No, it ſhan't be in.” 
Juſtice demands the Charge mult ſingly lay, 
You'd wiſh to have a Snarler's Name, tis S*y. 


HERE, had I paus'd, nor all unfit to fail, 


Ventur'd from Shore, without poetic Gale, 

My ill-trim'd Bark, —but then this haughty Throng, 

Of News-compiling Things, had ſtopp d my Tongue, 
B 3 : Doom' d 
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Doom'd me to Silence, mock'd at my Chagrin, 
And triumph d o'er my Reaſon and my Spleen ; 
Forbid it Heav'n---avert it manly Pride, 
Forbid it Reaſon, warring on my Side; 
That cer ſuch ſervile Fetters ſhould impoſe 
Such baſe, ſuch abject Terms ;---hence laviſh Doſe ; 
Up rouze my Strength to cruſh theſe venal Foes ; 
Who boaſt impartial Service to the Town; ; 
But mark them well---they only mean their own ; 
Their Self-reſpeQing Intereſt is in View, 
And if it profit them, they'll pleaſure you; 
If not contemn'd by their connected Rule, 

Oblivion's Ruſt ſhall eat the forward Fool. 


Px act to ſuch Upillarts, who's dull leaden Brain, 

A Dawn of Senſe nc'er grac'd, who proudly vain 
Of. their high letter d Office, daily fit, 
And tho' devoid of Senſe---yet judge of Wit; 
Dealing with nice Sagacity their Blows, 
'Gainſt would-be Friends, encouraging their Foes : 
And as a further Proof of Head and Heart, 
Expoſing in their daily Traſh ſuch Art, 
Such rotten Art, of ſome baſe factious Pen, 
To puff vile Meaſures, and full viler Men, 

Nw 5 But 


T HE SW E Can 


But what of this? They for their Country's Cauſe, 
Can feel no real Grief, nor heed her Laws. 

Tho' trampl d on by mercenary Slaves, 

Who for depending Bread, extol State Knaves ; 
And fawning upon Fawners, what they ſend, 

With moſt inſatiate Guſt, ſuch Stuff befriend, 

As the cloy'd Preſs (tho Surfeits daily ſpring) 
Would vomit forth, nor ſuffer to take Wing. 


Nav, further yet,---what Shame it is to ſee, 
Rais d thus on high, the Flag of Inſamy: 
Peruſe a recent Advertifer*, there 5 
A witling Printer's Judgment will appear; 
Mark, how he bangs up Majeſty---you'd ſwear, 
The mad-cap Wilkes return'd to Scandal's Chair; 
See how he glotes upon his royal Fun, 

And hopes to lull our Reaſon with a Pun ; 
Avaunt dull Sophiſter, I ſee thy Art, 


Thy Scrap-compiling Wit---but doubt thy Heart; 
Learn what Reſpect to Majeſty is due, 


The Bow is bent. che Shaft may wing to you; 
Honour thy King---nor let a Subject dare 
Preſume to cenſure, what tis his to fear. 
Or k 
* Public, Dec. 10, 1766, 
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Ov glorious charter d Liberty I ſee, 
And boaſt an equal Birthright to be free ; 
England's my native Land, I love the Spot ; 
(May it long flouriſh when I'm quite forgot) 
But tho our Liberty I dearly rate, 
Licentious Freedoms, are my deadly H ate; 
What Plea, becauſe our wholeſome Laws provide 
The Subject Refuge gainſt deſpotic Pride ? 
That with gigantic Stalk, in Mid-day Sun, 
Scandal ſhould lord it, under Maſk of Fun; 
And trampling upon regal Pow'r and State. 
Not ſpare the Greateſt, e en amongſt the Great. 


_ © So great, ſo good, ſo excellent in Mind, 
Search the World o'er, his Equal where to find ; 
| Watching his People, with a Father's Care, 
Loving, belov'd, thro' Gratitude, not Fear. 
And yet, (Gods, what Apoſtacy of Heart!) 
Some vile DetraQtors---in the ſnarling Art, 
Dare een his ſacred Character defame, 

And damn themſelves to everlaſting Shame.” 


Too many Characters of putrid note. s : 
{A very Shock to Nature but to quote,) 


Are 
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Are here diſpers'd about this buſtling town, 
For like the cormorant Sea, here All go down; 
Such Men there are, whoſe vile abandon'd Ways, 
| Furniſh fit Fuel for a Satire's Blaze ;--- 
Some too I've ſhrewdly noted, but bove all, 
A certain One---whom we will Hircus call. 


To human Nature what apauſe—to ſee,” - 

Grey Hairs diſhonour'd with ſuch Infamy!; 

Committing in the Face of Mid- day Sun, 

Such flagrant Actions, as the Night would ſhun ; 

Living a daily Lye to Goſpel Truth, 

Immers'd in Vice een from his earlieſt Youth ; 

And to Religion what a publick Scorn ! 

The Wretch a Parfon's made !—nay, hunts the Lawn; 

Impious, and vain, lur'd by his Patron's bait, 

He fondly hopes to gain a Mitr'd State ;--- 

Right, prudent Sir, a Mitre would do well, 

Io veil the Sins of ſuch an Infidel ; 

Diſcard thy Punk---take my Advice---'tis true 

I'm young (thank Heav'n) but not ſo black as you; 

Throw off thy Trull---Gods ! how I bluſh to meet 

Your caſſock'd Sirflup, rambling in the Street; 
| When 
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When by your Side, to taint the ambient Air, 
Sets Pluto's ſooty Dame---thy peerleſs Fair 

For Shame, give o'er this execrable Life, 

Hie to your Country—mind your hwful Wife; 
For tho I mayn't to Ireland (that's your Fear) 

The Winds muſt waft it to the injur'd there. 

How moſt conſiſtent with thy Age and Gown, 

You've ſojourn'd here, a Pelt to Half the Town ;--- 
| And can it be, that ſuch a Wretch, fo bold, 


So reſolute in Guilt, ſhould ever hold 


A Mitr'd Sceptre in his venal Hand, 

Not to amend---but poiſon more the Land ? 
Heaven ſure ſhall wink, fair Juſtice fall aſleep, 
And Nature fick'ning at a Wound fo deep, 
Shall firſt give up:the Ghoſt, e'er ſuch a Deed, 

(By which Religion: will be ſure to bleed) 

Can be effeQted---ſooner the Almighty Pow'r, 
 Avenging Crimes like his, contract his Hour; 
Sweep him from Earth, like: Chaff before the Wind, 
And (but a rotten Name) leave not a Wreck behind.” 
Well keen-ey'd Satire, how does Hircus bear 
His Wounds expos d by Truth's all:probing Air ? 
Does he feel deeply ? Will he yet repent, 

And purge his Crimes by keeping ſtricteſt Lent ?— 


Sooner 
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Sooner ſhall Fiſhes leave their native Main, 
To graze with Cattle on the verdant Plain; 
Rather ſhall Wolves their ſavage Nature quit, 
And Printers learn to judge of ſterling Wit; 
With prudent and reſpectful Caution keep, 
A decent Courſe 'twixt Shallow and the Deep; 
Sooner ſhall Royalty reſtrain the Pen 
Of ſuch licentious, Power-defying Men; 
Fire and Water ſooner ſhall agree, | 
Than Hircus ever join in Amity, 
With Virtue's Call, ---fuch callous Souls defy, 
Impending Vengance from an angry Sky. 


Govs! whatan Age, how profligate and baſe, 


Branding our very Nature with Diſgrace; 
All mutual Ties of Friendſhip are diſfolv'd, 
And Man ( ſuch is the preſent vicious World) 
No longer truſts his Brother Man, but preys 
Like the fell Monſters of the deſart Ways, 
Each on the other's Property, or Fame, 
And damns alike his Reaſon, with his Name. 
SELF is the reigning Principal confeſt, 
Which rages with ſuch Fury in the Breaſt ; 
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The deareſt Ties of Nature bind no more, 
Father 'gainſt Son exerts a hoſtile Pow'r; 

The Son rebels againſt the Father's Sway, 

And with an impious Rage, tho' bound to obey, 
By all the tender, the endearing Right, 
Which inſtin& Nature e en in Brutes excite ; 
Yet He more ſavage than the brutal Race, 


Can all parental Homage fo debaſe, 


And bring his ali nated Mind to dare, 


His Author's Being to an open War. 


From this degen rate Source ariſe the Woes 


Of Party- ſeuds, Britain's inteſtine Foes. 


Oh, my poor Country ! tho' a tranſient Peace, 


Has huſh'd the Nations,---ſtill thy Griefs increaſe; 


The preſent Calm but mars thy glorious Fame, 


And heaps Diſgrace upon thy honour'd Name; 


Better had Mars continu'd in Array, 

And left the Iſſue to a future Day; 

Better had France ally d with factious Spain, 
Brav'd thy Reſentment ſtill, by Land and Main; 
More to thy Credit, England, more thy Boaſt, 
Had even France, with an invading Holt, 


Ofer-run thy Borders, with a fell Intent, 


To add a Province of ſuch rich Extent, 


As 
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As Britain's Crown, to the deſpotic Sway, 
Of a French King,” whoſe Motto is Obey," — 
The loyal Subjects of thy George's Throne 
Had ſoon repell'd, and drove th' Invaders home. 
But now, alas! when the ſweet Balm of Peace 
Should ſpread its genial Influence, and encreaſe 
Our public Stock of Happineſs, —<behold— 
(Curſe to the venal Thirſt of Pow'r and Gold) 
Like a poor Matron, butcher'd by her Sons, 
Our Country bleeds, / from baſe internal Wounds . 
The Rage of Party ſtabs her to the Core, 91 
And Streams of Blood guſh out at every Pore; 
Difcord, and perſonal Abuſe, employ 
The Hours of Counſel with malicious Joy: 
When in the Senate; for the public Weal, 
All Hearts ſhould glow with patriotic Zeal ; 
When with Catonic Energy of Mind, 
Thought ſhould be nerv'd with Sentiment refin'd ; 
A ſtupid Paufe, with Vacancy of Face, 
Deſtroys the wounded Luſtre of the Place; 
Till ſome invidious Party- foaming Elf, 
Riſes---attempts---a Something for Himſelf; 


His fault ring Tongue betrays a venal Heart, 
If, by Miſtake, he ſtumbles on a Part ; 


Which 
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Which hints the public Good ſhould be his Aim, 
(Deſpiling ev'ry other Road to Fame) 

At this he ſtarts—then to Abuſe deſcends, 
Drawcanfir-like, attacking Foes and Friends, 
With Self-promoting Intereſt m View, 

He mangles all Reſpect, and Honour too; 

Sets the whole Houſe into a Party Roar, 

Neglect enſues and Times are—as before. 


Goss! what a ſecret Triumph this muſt bring, 


Jo haughty Lewes, and /us Spuniſi King, 


To hear tumultuous Jars diſtract our State, 

And that our Great combine againſt the Great; 
Warring (with State-craft Intereſt at their Head) 
Againſt our Peace, as if for daily Bread; 


But all are not Apoſtates to the Cauſe ; 


No, ſome remain ſtill careful of our Laws; 

Still watchful for their Country's beſt Support, = 
Untainted with the baneful Pow'r of Court; 
Who's Virtues, merit far ſuperior Praiſe, 

Than I can offer in my humble Lays. 


O, ye brave Few, who love your Country's Health 
Superior (as ye ought) to worldly Wealth; 
| | | Who, 
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Who, rather than behold her daily Bane, 

Would ſooner ſuffer a whole Age of Pain; 

Go on, aſſert the glorious God-like Cauſe, al 
Unite as one, and but reſpect her Laws; 
Succeſs, (the ſure Reward of virtuous Men) 
Shall crown your Labours, and my grateful Pen; 
Shall make, tho' but a faint Eſſay to tell, 

What honeft Rapture ev'ry Heart ſhall ſwell; 
When our dear Country, with herſelf at Peace, 
Inſtead of Diſcord, ſhall a ſweet Increaſe 
Of mutual Love, and Fellowſhip unfold, 
And, to Content, revive the Age of Gold! 
And gracious Heav'n, if thy Servant's Pray'r, 
With kind Indulgence thow'lt vouchſafe to hear, 

In thy good Time, produce this wiſh'd Reverſe, 
And baniſh far for ever---Party Curſe.” 


Bor ſoft---methinks I hear ſome whilp'ring Friend, 
Kindly adviſe my drawing to an End; 
And with forboding Speech, that chills my Hopes, 
Like the drear Bird of Night, with frightful Notes, 
Screams in my Ear,---preſumptious Youth no more, 
Prudent in Time direct thy Bark to ſhore ; 


Nor 


S 
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Nor madly venture further out to Sea, 

A Sea of Rhyme---but never meant for Thee. 
No Pilot at thy Helm---but here I ſmile, 

For I've a Muſe in Petto all the while ; 

A little Clio of my own---fo kind, 

And tho but young, yet of a Form and Mind 
So op ning to PerfeRion, ---that I ſwear, 

I would not quit her Patronage and Care; 

Tho' all her Siſters * elſe ſhould offer Aid, | 
I want no more, ſhe's all !---My cliarming Maid! 
But on my Friend what further Dangers wait ? 
The dariig Fool that ſhall preſume to prate, 
And prate/in Rhime, of Manners, and of Men, 
Whoſe Actions would debaſe a Grub-ſtreet Pen. 
Say what the Perils are, the Rocks diſcloſe, - 


And fave thy Friend) from his yet ambuſh'd Fos p- 


Hear then and tremble---dread the keen Reviews, 
Their monthly Satire will attack thy Muſe ; 
Thy favourite Cl, with malicious Rage, 


And probe Thee deeply in their poignant Page; 


Pinion in Time, nor urge thy deſp rate Flight, 
What tho tis preſent Day, twill ſoon be Night; 


*The Mules, 
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Soon ſhall the gathering Storm eclipſe that Sun, 
Which now but gleams to partial Thee alone ; 
To'ſoar is dang'rous in theſe ſnarling Times, 
Quit then in Prudence, quit this Rage for Rhimes; 
In humble Proſe thy flender Parts employ, 
Nor hunt for Danger, which mult ſure deſtroy. 
Peace, good Sir Prudence, what have I to care ? 
Why mention the Reviews ? I cannot fear, 
Tho' thoſe Buſh-fighting Lurkers monthly write, 
And ſcalp poor Authors with an envious Spite ; 
Tis not for Me, a very Mouſe in Rhime, 
To think thoſe learned Harpies will combine, 
Io feed on ſuch infipid Food as mine; 
The ſturdy Oak may dread the furious Blaſt, 
My Reed will bend, and when the Storm is paſt, _ 
Elaſtic in itſelf will ſpring again, Wt 
Nor fear a Rupture, from theſe boift'rous Men ! 1 
In this I'm firm, let Candour ſhield my Muſe, 
Or if diſſected by thoſe fell Reviews, | 
Still will I keep my Courle---nor mean in Heart, 
From what I've wrote thro' ſervile Fear depart ; 
Unlike a recent Bard whom I could name, 
Who, dead to ev'ry Senſe of honeſt Fame, | 
5 Recall a 
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Recall d his publiſh'd Mind, ---nay worſe, | 
Upon himſelf the Stigma of a Curſe 

Baſely affix d. Gods] that a noble Mind, 
So ſtrong, ſo nervous, and to Worth inclin d, 
Should by ſome ſtrange Fatality of Heart, 

Fall off, and dwindle to ſo mean a part, 

As to retract, and faulter from Himſelf, 
Whether thro' Fear of Law, or Love of Pelf, 
I know not. but 'twas Slave: like poorly done, 
And well may mar his Credit's Riſing - ſun - 
Or, I miſtake my Aim, or Satire's Pen 

Was meant to laſh ſuch flagrant-living Men 
As Hircus, whom I've pictur'd in my Verſe, 
To Nature, and Profeſſion what a Curſe ! 

But yet I hold it Cruelty of Heart, 

To let meek Charity ſo far depart, 

As to expoſe a real Name to view, \ 
And brand it with the worſt of Scandal's Hue ; 
Could I do this, I would forſwear my Pen, 

Fly to the Deſarts, quit the Sight of Men ; 
Prowl there for Food, provide the Lion's Prey, 
And think myſelf as ſavage full as They: 
Forbid it Heav'n, that ſuch malignant Rage, 
Should blot th impartial Purpoſe of my Page; 


2 
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Let 
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Let ſweet Humanity, and ſocial Love, 
The darling Attributes of Saints above! 
Be ever preſent with Propitious Sway, 
My Guard by Night, my Happineſs by Day: 
Let not foul Malice, with her venom'd Tooth, 
Pervert my Purpoſe, from the ſacred Truth; 
F ar, far remov'd keep Rancour from my Mind, 
I am a Man, and feel for all Mankind.” 
On this Juſt Baſis I would raiſe a Name, 


And emulate a LrLovp's or CHURCHILL 8 Fame. 


IMPARTIALIST, 
. | 


* to the kind Indulgence of the Town, 
My firſt Eſſay's gone comfortably down; 


The SNARLERS, that's my Piece, I now proclaim, * 
And ſtart again, in queſt-of further Game ; 
But had I ta'en my prudent Friend's Advice, 
You've ventur'd once, Yow'rs he, beware of mics 
] told him (for I'm bold) I'd hazard thrice; 
And thrice to that, perhaps, hat check my Pen, 
Let Knaves ſecurely fit as honeſt Men ? 
No, if I do, may I contempt engage, 

And as a ſecond Hircus, damn the Age. 


Exoucu 


The Author did not put his Name to the SxaxLEIVS. 
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 Exovcu of Hircus—let him mend his Life, 
Diſcard his Punk, ſolace his Iriſh Wife; 

From Mr, he need not dread a ſecond Dart. 
My firſt I know ſtill rankles in his Heart; 
a Let him ſneak Home, and hide his Miſcreant's Head: 
| F orſake the Adult rous, mind his lawful Bed; 


When he does this, purging his Crimes away, 
Een I may be his Friend, ſome future Day. 


Exoven of Printers too; that witling Race, 
No more ſhall blot my Page, my Pen diſgrace ; 


Whate'er he liſts, by Folly's erring Clew, 
Directed One, and all that venal Crew. 


4 


Let Snarler Say Himiſelf, e'en think and do | | 


O, fora Cuurcuitt's Energy of Soul! 
A Flow like his, not ſubject to Controul ! 
At the bare mention of that honour'd Name, 
How my Breaſt fires wtih noble Thirſt of F ame, 
His matchleſs Greatneſs floats before my Sight, 
To my Mind's Eye, what exquiſite Delight ! 


Hall to our deathleſs Bard, a Muſe like mine, 
(Humble and poor, the leaſt of all the Nine) 
C3 Her 
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Her grateful Tribute to his Mem'ry pays, 


Ambitious only to attempt his Lays ! 
By his Example, with impartial Pen, 


- I'll ftrive to mend; or laſh ſuch vicious Men, 


Who to their Country are a foul Diſgrace, 

Or In, or Out, with Penſion, or with Place, 

I value not—All, al!'s the ſame to Me, 

I mind a titl'd Knave no more than he; 

Can boldly, when I'm wrong'd, a Loxp upbraid, | 
Nor dread his Frown, — though he's a Vick-Rox made, 


Wu ſhould I fear a Lordling that's in Pow'r, 
Who's only Worth's the Perfume of an Hour ? 
Who rotten to the Core with Filth and Sin, 
Ne'er lets a tranſient Gleam of Grace break in. 


Traxx Heaven, I'm not of ſuch a flaviſh Moulg, 


To maſk the real Feelings of my Soul, 


I hate Hyerockisy, my Heart and Tongue 
Shall live in ſtricteſt, honeſt Bands; hen wrong, 
With v ile Contempt, for Favours to the Great, 


Urge my juſt Anger to arraign their State, 


I will not hold my Peace, though B****#®;. frown 
{With Impotence of Wrath) to cruſh me down, 


Bur 
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Bur when Nobility to Worth ally d, 
Diſplays a proper, not diſguſtful Pride, 
When as a Man himſelf, he owns a Mind, 
f Open and gen'rous, to his Brother kind ; 
When ſympathetic Feelings for Diſtreſs, 
Exalt his noble State, not make it lefs, 
To Worth like this Reſpet is juſtly due, 
love his Merit, and rejoice with you; 
Pleas'd to the Soul, the World has ſuch a Friend, 
Whom Vice mult praiſe, whom Envy muſt commend. 


ENG LAND, my well beloved Native Land ! 

Has many, many ſuch at her Command, 
And thoſe of noble Extract, noble Hearts, 

Who with the Pow'r, have Will to grace their Parts; 
Who live as Lovers of Mankind, not think, 
Becauſe they're Rich and Great, the Poor ſhou'd fink ; 
Shou'd crouch beneath the Ravage of the Times, 
Oppreſs'd with Wrongs, tho' not appall'd with Crimes; 
Thank Heav'n ! Humanity and ſocial Love, 
Are ſill poſſeſs d by ſome of thoſe above; 
The Muſe, whilſt Gratitude and Pleaſure vie, 


Points out a TexpLE to the public Eye; 


Report 
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Report ſpeaks nobly of his gen'rous Mind, 
I love his Worth, —my CuuxchiII found him kind ; 
Unknown to Me, I have no venal Aim, 


In thus proclaiming, what's well known to Fame. 


| Cu nsr to Dependance on the ſeeming Great, 
My Soul diſdains ſuch ſlaviſh, abject State, 


1 cannot, will not let Abuſe and Wrong, 
(Een from a Lond) unnotic'd pals along: 


Can B****#*1, ſpeak the Truth? Let him declare, 
How late I gall'd him in his Regal Chair, 

Bold Facts I ſpoke—not to his Face tis true, 

He lurk'd,—for Reaſons which he knew, 


Tazxz was TI ime, when Nobles fraught with Senſe, a 
(Eer Luxury and Vice had drove it hence) 
There was a Time, when Loxps themſelves could praiſe, 
Could judge of Merit; but in theſe our Days, 
When Thirſt of Pow'r, with Love of ill-got Pelf, 


Cankers the Soul, and nought but venal SzLr 


Floats in the Mind : Now what a ſtrange Reverſe, 
Plain Common Senſe, 1s deem'd almoſt a Curſe ; 


They hate through Ignorance, deſpiſe through Pride, 
That Man who ſoars with Reaſon for his Guide ; 


But 
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But above all they loath Satiric Vein, 
And what's the Cauſe? to Me, it's very plain— 
They've felt that Satire's Pen can probe their Hearts, 
Search out their rotten, their infecting Parts; 
Lay bare their Wounds of Conſcience to the World, 
And mock their tinſel d State at diſtance hurl'd ; 
Hg; o and S: x but for CHurcniLL's Pen, 
Thoſe bluſh to Nature, Scandal-living Men! 
Had ſlept in ſeigu d Security, unknown 
(But to their goading Conſciences alone) 
Had not his poignant Truth- diſplaying Muſe, 
Dragg'd them to Light, unmaſk'd their vile Abuſe ; 
Expos'd their Herd of Crimes in Face of Day, 
And damn'd their Mem'ry in his honeſt Lay. 
No wonder then, that Satire gives Offence, 
To titl'd Knaves, devoid of Worth as Senſe : 
Nay, Rev'rend Fathers of the Church, now fear, 
(Cauſe they deſerve the Laſh) as well as PEER; 
They too would pull Satiric Freedom down, 
Though Dp builds Chapels all about the Town, 
But that's his Zeal, his Fervor to his God; 
No Love of Lucre, taints the Mind of Dp: 
Peruſe his publiſh'd Breathings of the Soul, 
Can any worldly View his Heart controul ? 

No; 
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No; was a Mir offer'd; — well, what then P 

: D*#» would accept, and prove like other Men 
And ſhall ſuch Worldlings making a pretence, 

Of fair Religion, to delude our Senſe, 

Shall they unnotic'd paſs as Saints devout, 

And lull our Reaſon, with their preach-about ? 
No; it ſhall never be, whilſt I have Powr, | 
And can command my Clio's ev'ry Hour, 

J will not ſuffer ſuch a venal Crew; 


To gull you of your Pence, and Reaſon too ; 
But to the Light (in real Colours drawn) 
I'ldrags theſe Saints, who then muſt move your Scorn ; 


—B1sKoes to Me are juſt like other Men, 


1 N They too have felt a Cuugchiri's probing Pen; 

| And why not, good Sir Critic, tell me why. 

| Iheſe Loxps of Lawn ſhou'd paſs unnotic'd by ? 
I know no Reaſon; are they better grown, 
Than when he laſh'd the Vices of the Town? 
Do they attend their ſacred Function more ? 

Are they lefs cringing than they were before ? 
Produce an Inſtance if you can—what mute! 
Nay, then 'tis plain no Cauſe for a Diſpute— 
Suppoſe I anſwer G*******x's mitred Head, 

Is alu quo not better learn d, nor bred, 


Than 
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Than when our Engliſh Bard, in juſt Array, 
Led his Satiric Troops, and won the Day, 
Expos'd Corruption, laid k:s Meanneſs bare, 
And deeply ſearch'd him, withan honeſt Ar: 
N#*#*#*#*#1 is courtly, affable, and kind, 
 Prequdging, with a moſt impartial Mind, 

I once was honour'd with a—** Sit you down,” 
With what becoming, what engaging Frown ; 
The fweet Impreſſion, cannot but remain, 
Though I'm determin'd not to fit again, 


How prudent is the Age! how ſhrewd and wile, 
To rear their Sons, in hopes of mitr'd Prize, 
To Church Profeſſion ! what a glorious Call ! 

I marvel much, Mechanics ſprout at all— 

The Gown they think brings certain Profit home, 
Whether the Boy a Patron has or none ; 

No matter, give him but Canonic Trade 

: They've done, his Fortune muſt be amply made ; 
Deluded Mortals ! little do they think, 

His Curate's Pittance won't afford him Drink; 
For Meat, he muſt not hope to taſte a Bit on, 
Aſk but the preſent Price of Beef and Mutton, — 


But 
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But come, to huſh your Fears, and make you ſmile, 
(T hough but a tranſient Pleaſure all the while) 
Suppoſe he has a Patron; nay, a Loxp ; 

A B1snoe too; will that ſupply his Board ? 

| Nay further yet ;—ſuppoſe that Bisnor, too, 
Should be related ; that muſt ſurely do : 

No, you're miſtaken ſtil 3 I know, am clear, 

He long may ſtarve on Twenty Pounds a Year : 
Give me the Proof, let C--s--T--x take the Hint, 
I dare to ſpeak what Nephews ſcarce dare think ; 
'Tis a reflecting Truth, ſay what they will, 
Though Couſins crouch, no cauſe I ſhould be Rtll, 
Well, my canonic Dupe, what think you now, 
Had not your Hopeful better drive the Plow ? 
Can it be worth thy wond'rous Waſte of Pains, 
To dub him Parſon for ſuch mghty Gains ? 
Better he drove your Cart for certain Pay, 

(A common Labourer from Day to Day) | 

More for your Profit, more his real Good, 

To earn by Sweat of Brow his daily Food ; 
Than ſtarving all your Family beſide 

To bring him up in Poverty and Pride ; 

The Varfity, you think, will make him bright, 
Poliſh his Mind, and form his Manners right : 


th - 
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O, yes, it cannot fail of this, and more; 

He'll ſoon deſpiſe his Father's humble Door ; 

And though, like many SexviTERs I've known, 

He foots the Journey to Cam's learned Town; 

No ſooner is the Bonnet on his Pate, 

A ſervile Badge, miſtaken then for State : 

But ſtraight he ſwaggers all about the Town, © 

Forgets his Mode cf Travel, Father Clown ; 

Aſſumes ſuch Self-ſufficiency, you'd ſwear 

He was a Dux#'s, and not a Hob-nail's Heir: 

Poor ſhallow Oaf ! how ſoon his Fate's diſplay'd; 
How galling to the Soul, a Lacquey made 

| Forc'd at the Call of Bell to ſerve a Crew 

Of pamper'd Fellows, who with Quenly Got 

Mangle whole Joints, in ſearch of dainty Bit, 

And never eaſy till they're ſmacking it; 

Not once conſid'ring that the ſervile Hind 

Who wait at Back are afterwards to dine: 

No matter; let their Gorge be fully cramm'd, 

Een to the Throat, their Servants may be d—'d ; 

Nature is ſoon ſufhc'd, an Ounce will do, 

Of ſolid Meat, though not for Mxe—tfor Fou; 

Beſides, for Study only you came here, 

And therefore, like CauELIOx, feed on Air. 

Without 


— 
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Without s Prudence can you once ſuppoſe 
That I could to this Dignity aroſe ?” 
Inſulting Pedant ! to your Fellow Fools 


|  Belch out ſuch Stuff, quit philoſophic Schools; 


And learn Humanity, learn Common Senſe, 

Diſcard your muſty Problems, ſend them hence ; 

Embrace Society, ye cloiſter'd Elves, 

Live to the World; throw off your dirty Selves ; 

| Your Pride diſguſts, your Ignorance appears; 
For Shame! act more conſiſtent with your Years, 

Ye long immur'd Dons ! reform your Mind, 

Be affable, and treat your Pupils Kind; 

Slack not a proper Government, but blend 

Authority, with Mildneſs of a Friend; 

Love will of courſe ſucceed, and due Regard, 

Muſt to content requite, your chiding Bard ; 

Himſelf with Pleaſure will anounce your Praiſe, 

And thus reform'd, ſhall thank you in his Lays, 


Enough of Pd AN TS—SERVITERS no more 
You may fare better than you did before ; 
If not, why let your haughty maſters know, 
When next I print I Il give a Liſt, and ſhow, 
In Capitals diſplay'd, the Names of thoſe 
Who thus mal-treat your lordly baſhaw Foes : 
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I know them all; but thank my kinder Fate, 
I was not doom'd to your corroding State : 
Saint PeTER's * and Saint Ionx's are different quite 
In Men, and Manners;—Jonxtaxs may be right; 
But give me Law's pacific, friendly Train, 
Where ſtrict Attention, with good Humour's Vein, 
Ever preſides a TuTtor of a Mind, 
Open and gen'rous, to his Pupil kind: 
I've felt his Goodneſs with a grateful Heart ; 
Shall long remember; it cannot depart !—- 
But ſoft! a ſudden Chill; what can this mean! 
Sure, or I dream, : ſome Danger lurks unſeen ; 
Cold Drops bedew my trembling Limbs ; I ſear, 
I know not what, but ſure ſome Danger's near ; 
My dear, dear Clio, whither art thou fled ? 
Bring me thy timely Succour, or I'm dead ; 
Hear my Petition, grant my anxious Pray'r, 
If thou art preſent, what have I to fear ? 
Let all the Monſters of the deſart Plain 
Beſet me round, they gnaſh their Teeth in vain; 
If chow/but ſhield me with thy pow ul Ad, 

I ſhall revive, and bleſs my charming Maid. — 
| Goddeſs, 


*The Author was of this Houſc. 
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Goddeſs, I thank thee ; thou haſt heard my Suit, 
I teel my Spirits bound, my Pow'rs recruit; 
And now, MystLr again, I ſee the Cauſe, 
0 See, and rejoice ;— The Hypr 4's foaming Jaws 
I now defy :—Come on, ye lurking Crew, 

Ve ſnarling Critics in a traſh Review; 

I brave your Venom ;—know, I bear a Charm, 
Can lull a CERR'AUs; een your Spite diſarm: 
Turn is my Guard; by her propitious Sway, 
Il on and write, nor ſhall you bar my Way; 
I've boldly ſet my Name, diſſect yqur Fill, 

To be oppos'd is Fuel to my Quill; 

love it; by my Life it feeds my Vein, 

And but for this I might be dumb again: 
Unmaſk your Monthly Batt'ry, come, behave 


Like gen'rous Foes, and dare for once be brave; 
Give up you Names, ye Stabbers in the Dark, 

Let's know your Force, I'm but a ſingle Mark; 
What, fear a Muſhroom Bard ?—I ſec you're nice, 
For, Frenchman-like, you too can feed on Mice: 
You've moull'd my firſt, I hope the Diſh was good, 
Now take my Name—alas, poor UxDEr wood !-— 
Wou'd it were Wormwood, then perhaps the Gall 


Might be corrected; that will ſuit you all. 
Tavs, 
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Tuvs, Bravoes, in my Turn I lunge at you, 
Parry again, and let your One in To * 
Come thund'ring on; muſter your writhing Crew ; 
Bid em to HAulLrox's in Haſte repair, 

Review 'em ftriflly, mind they all are there; 
| Caſhier that Coward who deferts his Poſt, 
Forfakes you when his Aid is needed moſt ; 
And when affembled all, expound your Will, 
Give em to know an Upſtart Stripling's Quill, 
Has dar'd to throw his ſingle Gauntlet down, 
And thus, in Print, defies your Lurkers Frown: 
Defies ! No, rather covets, by the Gods 
It fires my Soul thus to engage with Odds; 
cannot looſe, it may encreaſe my Fame, 
Unnotic'd yet, and ſcarcely known by Name: 
Reviewing Scalpers, for the preſent, then, 
I take my Leave, you'll hear from me again. 
Maſk, or unmaſk, it's all the ſame to Mx, 
I'll not retratt through Fear, or Love of Fee; 

Let 

© The Author with the ſame Candour of Sentiment which he 
lately experienc'd from theſe Gentry, who deny'd the SxarLERS 


being his firſt Eſſay, concludes, that the Monthly and Critical 
Reviews are from the ſame Lurkers, 
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Let grovelling Souls deny their publiſh'd Voice, 
Freedom's great Call ſhall ever be my Choice; 
In Thought and Act Conſiſtency ſhall ſway, 
Nor ſhall the Morrow contradict To-Day.— 
What Interruption now ?—this prudent Friend 


Is ever teazing ; ſure ſome private End 


Muſt be in view ;—once more I'Il hear you, then, 


(Plague to ſuch meddling ſelf-ſufficient Men) 

Come, ſpeak your Mind, expound the mighty Cauſes 
That prompts you thus to break good Manners Laws ; 
Out with it quickly :—but with the Reviews. 

No more perplex my Mind, my favourite Muſe ; 


Has nerv'd my Soul; your Prudence now is Fear, 
Unworthy of a Man ; but come, declare, 

Ungrateful Boy! you ſcarce deſerve to know 

My Feelings, which from. real Friendſhip flow: 

But as I deem theſe Ravings of the Mind, 

Not meant to give Diſguſt, I'll ſtill prove kind ; 

My friendly Parpoſe ſhall not periſh : No; 

III ſpeak my. Thoughts, though You become my Foe. 
Know, then, L hold it Madneſs thus to brave 

The Critics Fury ;—better ſtem a Wave, 


My darling Clio, with her friendly Care, + | 


An 
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An Adriatic Billow : Better dare, 

In ſingle Combat, the great God of War : 

Sooner-the tiny Wren ſhall put to F light 

The tow ring Eagle from his topmoſt Height : 

The Wolf ſhall dread the Lamb's Approach, cer thou, 
(Weak and unſkill'd to bend keen Satire's Bow) | 
Shall pierce a Witling Hab: I ſaid before, 

To ſoar was dangerous ;— what need of more ? 

But, come, a further Proof of my Regard, 

If you're determin'd to commence a Bard, 

And nothing can allay this Itch for Rhime, 

I'll wave my Suit, your Humour ſhall be mine; 

But mark the Terms ; let it be firſt your Care, 

To court a Patron, with obſequious Aar ; 

Turn Levee-Hunter to ſome Lord ; your Muſe 
Muſt praiſe lis Friends, his Enemies abule ; 

Write Panegyrics, fulſome as the Strain, 

Which well repaid a MALLET's pliant Brain; 

ELviRA we remember; ſo muſt B**z; 

The Author's dead ;—enough, then, we are mute. 
And peace thee too, be dumb, I'll hear no more, 
This Language grates my Soul ; my ev'ry Pore : 
Is ſtagnated, to hear ſuch Worldlings prate, | 


And then to think J grovel to ſuch State; | 
, D 2 Sutlr 
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Such abject State, a Negro ſcarce could bear, 
Though he but breathes, no Native of our Air. 

| May I be branded with the like Diſgrace, 

As Broker Hp when he was in Place; 

Or as a Mad-cap G*****#+x in the Park, 
With Punk parading, as a public Mark ; 

May I, like him, diſplay the Faults of Youth, 
Without a Bluſh, exulting in the Truth; 
Such laviſh Counſel my free Soul diſdains, 
What ſhall I crouch, and ſuffer willing Chains ? 
Chains of the Mind to curb my Reaſon down ? 
It ſhall not be, let Lonps or {mile or frown, 

I care not, if one honeſt good Man praiſe, 

I've Fame enough, he well requites my Lays; 
Nor will I, Minion-like, attend the Great, 

Or pocket Inſult from a Fool of State: 

No, good Sir Prudence, it ſhall never be; 

You may revere, I ſpurn Nobility ; 

Unleſs with Principle and Goodneſs fraught, 

"To me they're vile, unworthy of a Thought ; 
The higher titled, greater is my Scorn ; 

Alas, how few have Worth, though nobly born 
And yet I grant a Patron might diffuſe, 
Some real Service to an Infant Muſe ; 


My 


* 
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My grateful Heart expands with Favour ſhewn, 

The Pusric's all the Patron I would own 3 

Private Addrefs, with but Reſpett 1 in View, 

IxGRATES ſhall never more receive; lis you, 

And you alone, the PusLic's all my Care, 

If they protect, what then have I to fear? 

To gain the pusl ic was our CruxcuiLi's Aim, 4 
Thro' their Indulgence, from the Height of Fame, 
His honeſt Muſe tranſmits a laſting Name. 

By his Example fir'd, I wiſh to prove, 

(If but a partial Share) of public Love; 

Reſolv d, fair Tau rn ſhall ever be my Guide, 

I cannot err, that Goddeſs on my Side ; 

All that I aſk, and ſure you won't deny, 

Impartial hearing, and a friendly Eye: 

Afſur'd I am your Canvoun will excuſe, 

Faults too apparent in a Stripling's Muſe ;— 

Secur'd in this, I brave the Critics Rage, 

And mock the Fury of a SNaxLinG Acts. 


« 
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Upon a YOUNG LADY, 
Of much Tit and perſonal Charms, who. inform'd the 


Author of her having reſolved to quit the World, (on @ 
fudden Diſguſt) and retire into a French Convent. 


II hear no more What epidemic Rage 
Attacks the Female-Woeakneſs of the Age ? 
Fly to a Convent! quit thy native Ifle ! 

What, ſuffer cloiſter'd Idiots to beguile ? 

And with their ſeeming Rhapſody of Soul, 

Shall they enſlave thy Mind? Thy Steps controul ? 
Shame on't: Has our dear Ex CLAN; loſt her Charms, 
'T hat yeu would haſte to Gatha's ſubtle Arms? 
8 4 All 
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All Prejudice apart, turn but your Eyes, 
And take a View what your own Clime ſupplies, 

Is not fair Nature bountifully kind? ; 

Have we not ev'ry Blefling that ſhould bind, 

And rivet your Affections here alone? 

You cannot err, if Reaſon keeps her Throne, 

And but to heſitate, is to deny, 

Truths which are glaring to the vulger Eye. 

Nay, further fill ; ſhould you too lightly deem, 

Of Nature's Bounty, (tho' fo rich a Theme !) 

What noble Splendor, what attractive Grace, 

Are here diſplay d in this fupendous Place ! * 

Balls, Op'ras, Plays; fuch various Delight, 

To feaſt the Senſes, captivate the Sight ; 

That to retreat from fuch a glorious Scene, 

Would be Injuſtice. even in a Queen : 

But to ſelect one Proof: The higheſt Treat 

Which Art can furniſh, and Expence complete, 

And in that one to comprehend them all, 

View CoRNELLY's Diſplay at a full Ball : 

There but Deſcription would, it fure muſt fail; 
And therefore to avoid a long Detail, 
Unequal too, accept the following Tale. 


STORY 


# Loxpox. 
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STORY reports, and I believe it true, 

A certain noble Lord, no matter who, 

Took with him there, upon a Gala Night, 

A grave Divine, to view this rapt'rous Sight; 

Lo, the Effects! The Parſon with Amaze, 

(Like Country Bumpkins who at London gaze) 

Rais d high his Hands, and eke his raviſh'd Eyes, 

And to his kind Conductor thus he cries. 

FgBeſeech you, good my Lord, forbid the Gown 

Shou'd gain Admittance here ; why the whole Town 

From Pulpit would be told: I feel, I know, 

That all we mean by Heaven is, Sono.” 

Without a Comment on this pious Praiſe; 

Can you then quit theſe Halcyon Nights and Days, 

Which here you may enjoy in ſo much Taſte ? 

Indeed, Lorretta, you're too much in haſte : 

What ! quit the World in the fair Bloom of Youth ! 

When Beauties, ſuch as yours, (I ſpeak but Trath) 

Grace the gay Circle with ſuperior Charms, 

Inſpiring Love, and all its ſweet Alarms? 

This cruel Purpoſe lay aſide, my Fair, 

W hen thou art gone, farewel my ſlaying here; 

Fil fuddenly take Flight, and bid adieu 

To Country, Friends, and all—to follow You. 


But 
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But foft Methinks, to aggravate my Fear, 
A Lady Abbefs formally appears, 
With Look demure, and hypocritic Face, 

Cries © Youth, forbear, no Entrance in this Plate: 
Jo break off further Converſe with the World, 

Our pious Siſters here are come reſoly'd ; 

And ſhall we ſuffer Purity of Life 

To be difturb'd with Noiſe and worldly Strife ? 

It muſt not, cannot be; retreat, vain Boy, 
Govern thoſe headſtrong Paſſions which deſtroy 
Your Reaſon thus, and make you idly roam 

For Peace Abroad, within your Reach at Home. 
Here's Conſolation for a Wretch like me, 

Who fondly hop'd to live for only thee ; 

If you perſiſt in this romantic Flight, 

Farewel to all; I'll bid the World Good Night; 

Nor longer will I bear the Face of Day, 

If thou withdraw thy Light, my genial Ray. 

What further ſhall 1 urge ? What more relate, 

8 make thee {till reject this baneſul State ? 

Thou can'ſt not know what cloiſter'd Rules impoſe ; 
What ſtrange Severity theſe bigot Foes, 

(Under Religion's Maſk) inflict on all, 

Who, blind to Happineſs, and Freedom's Call, 


Quit 
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Quit ſweet Society, enflave the Mind, 

And ſuffer Wretches of this Stamp to bind 
In ſtuperſtitious Bonds, give up their Right, 
To think and act by Reaſon's pow'rful Light. 
Theſe rigid Trials, juſtly plac'd in view, 


Conſider well — will they agree with You ? 
Can you determine, all at once, to give 
Your Freedom up, to die with theſe, not live? 


Life, or I much miſtake the Gracious Will, 
Shou d uſeful, active be, but theirs mere full, 
Conſider well, nor raſhly thus engage, | 


Or goading Sorrows may afſlict your Age; 


Each coming Hour may furniſh added Pain, 


Shou'd you repent, and wiſh Life free again, | 
Lorretta pauſe, and on Reflection s Light, 
You'll hold your preſent Scheme fo juſtly ſlight, 


That with approving Heart you'll bleſs the Time, 


VF 


When Strephon thus prevail'd with honeſt Rhime, | 
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Upon leh a Lady in the Country 
early in the Morning. 


A. Nature ſmiles ; the glorious riſing Sun 

Swift from the ** dappl'd Eaſt” prepares to run 
His daily Courſe but what, alas! to me | 
Is ſmiling Nature, or a Sun of Glee ?— 
All Pleaſure's baniſh d, thus bereft of thee. 


| 1 
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| Sent in a Letter to the fame Lady from Newbury, upon the 
Author's diſcovering that he had loft a Lock of Hair out 
of his Watch, preſented to um in order to have a ”Y 

made at Bath, | | 


LL fated Bard ! what think y you Fair? . 
I've loſt your jetty Lock of Hair ; 
The Watch, unmindful of his Charge, | 
Has let his Pris'ner ſcape at large; | 
Indulge me with a ſecond Slip, 
And if I make another Trip, 
May G a1xsBRo's Pencil“ do you right, 


And * me up a dreadful * 
6 May 


The Author deſigned having his Picture drawn by this inge+ 
nious Artiſt at Bath. 
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May Walk i in, Maſter, be the Cry, 

To ev ry Oaf that paſſes by; | * 
Inſtead of Exhibition grand, LEED 

May I be poſted in the Strand, 

With foreigti Birds, and Beaſts of Prey, 

To feaſt the Cits each Shop-ſhut Day : 

Nay, further, to increaſe my Shame, 

May Soul-gall'd Critics * damn my Fame. 
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Mrs. 

P aphian Queen of dimpl'd Grace, 

R ofy Health adorns thy Face, 

E ver ſweet, ſuch Heav'nly Charm 

S ure a Hermit might diſarm ; | 

C an we behold and not admire ? 

O er all thy Form cœleſtial Fire: 

To add a further, laſting Fame, 

T o mental Pow'rs how great thy Claim ! 
Upon 

* The Reviewers in particular, 


\ 
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Upon the Siſter of the above Lady. 

S o fair a Face, with ſuch a Mein, i age 

As well might grace the Cyprian Queen; 

L ittle Loves in ſportive Glee, | 

L ightly trip the Round with thee ; 

Y ou with Power, all your own, 

H aving Charms reſiſtleſs known, 


In a Glance of ſweet Deſign, "oth; 
L ooking all your prudent Mind, 
L evel Hearts, and make them kind, 


$$5$+440505-000050044+44+ 
Upon a Petit Maitre Gentleman, 


Suppoſed to be wrote by a Lady. 


WEET-lſcented Sir, excuſe a real Friend, 
:”* A Female, too, who fain would ſee you mend ; 
And thro' that laudable Deſign, preſumes 
To give Advice; not flavour'd with Perfumes ; 
But with Sincerity of Heart ſteps forth, 
To render you, perhaps, a Man of Worth : 
| . Miſtake 


* — ne 4 eV n | 9 "+ , 
9 b . * 


„ EST + 
* * N h * a4 a 
W X 


* 4 5 5 
N 4 OO 
r 


* 


30 
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Miſtake me not; it is no worldly Pelf, 
We know you've chat Im ſpeaking of Yourſelf 
Diſcard that petit maitre air; I vow, 


| You're like a Puppet at a Rarce Shew, 


Which guided only by the Mafter Wires, 


Moves upand down, and as the Shew requires,” 
Shifts i its Poſition with an aukward Air, 


Juſt as I've ſeen You trip it to your Chair. — 
Attempt a little Elegance of Eaſe; 
This is a Charm can never fail to pleaſe */ 5 


But, ſoft! Tho chis is well deſign” d, you'll grant, 
I would not move your Anger, ſweet DI r. 


An Extempore Anfwer to un Invitation from ſome Ladies 
to the Author, to ſpend the Afternoon with em, if he 
could throw away has Time on two fuch inſipid Mortals,” 
as they term'd themſelves. 


OUR Greetings have this Moment reach'd my 
| Hand, 
By which the Ladies Pleaſure I command 
Next Wedneſday tis well, I will be there; 
{Full twenty Years in Love's Account, my Fair !) 
| | | But 
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But what Injuſtice to yourſelves to lay, 
Not think I truſt) ** if you can throw away, 
Wich two inſipid Mortals ſuch as we, 
Your Ev'ning,” and for what? A Diſh of Tea! 
Peace, Ladies, Peace ; I cannot, muſt not hear 
This grating Language to my wounded Ear : 
Why Jove himſelf would quit his Godſkip's Throne 
To viſit You—his Ju o left alone: 
To a mere Mortal, like Myſelf, tis more 
Than I deſerve but Ladies as mung 


EE bee 


EXT EMP OR E 


Upon being inform'd that Hixc US had {ent i in Queſt of the 
Author, immediately upon receiving a Letter of the moſt 
poignant Accuſation, touching his execrable Life, &c. 


£ WIV let the ſtricken Deer go weep,” I find 
My Proſe Attack has gall'd him to my Mind; 

Not quite ſo callous as I thought—that's well; 

But yet I deem him ſtill an Infidel : 

Let him diſcard his Trull, then fneak away, 


E'en I may be his Friend, ſome future Day. 
An 


1 eee u 
W 2 * . ' B 
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An ACROSTIC, addreſſed to 
Mis 
Lovely, ſweet, attrafting Fair, 
O what a Form! that matchleſs Air! 
Rapture fires my glowing Breaſt, 


R. eplete ſtand all thy Charms confelt ; 


E v'ry Feature floats in View, 

To Extaſy of Thought, how new ! 
T hee, Venus Laughter- loving Dame, 
A dding all o ſprightly Train; 


H ere your very Self's diſplay d, 

U nder Form of this ſweet Maid ; 

rep bean, the harked Dart, vn 
C aſt from thoſe Eyes, aſſails my Heart; A 
H eav 'n-born Farr thee I invoke, V 
In Pity let me ſcape the Stroke ; 

N ever on me direct a Ray, | 

S uch as Sor's in high Mid-day ; 

Oh! I'm come oo late, * tis ſaid, 


N ever, never mult I wed. 


To 


* Alluding to Mrs, H's making Uſe of this Expreſſion to the 
Author, 


MISCELLANIES. 


Addrefled to Mrs. HUT CHINSON. 


| i ſweet domeſtic Happinef can pleaſe, 

With cordial Friendſhip, and a Life of Eaſe ; 
If to behold thy num'rous blooming Race, 
Adorn thy Table with ſuperior Grace, 
Who's Perſons in angelic Mould are caſt, 
Whoſe Minds (for theſe are Beauties that will laſt) 
Are fully fraught with Principle and Senſe, © 
Which only ſuch a Mother could diſpenſe ; 
As I've the Happineſs to know, to feel, 
Theſe and much more enrich thy private Weal :— 
1 hail thee happy, cauſe I know thee good; 
(No Flattry from your Poet UN DERwOoOp.) 


Gods! how I wiſh—but Languageall is weak, 
The glowing Tranſports of my Breaſt to ſpeak ; 


How dearly do I wiſh, that Length of Days, 
May crown you all with Happineſs and Praiſe, 


3 
* 


„ MISCELLANTE'S. 


An AC RO STI C, addreſſed to an 
OLD MAID. 

Miß A! 

R ind, good- natur d, eaſy Farr, 

I n thy F orm what matchleſs Air! 

'T o feaſt us with ſuch ripen d Charms, 

To fire our Hearts with Love's Alarms; 

Y ou the Power, yours the Sway ; 

(I ell-born Cruelty away) 

I n pity to our am'rous Flame, 

L et us not all, all figh in vain; 

L ead not Apes to give us Pain. 
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Upon W11kts's writing Word from France of the Death 
of his Friend CHURCHILL there, LLovp's Impriſon- 
ment, and his own Exile: (A Paragraph verfified.) 

LAS! no more poor Cnurcnirii lives to write ! 

Unhappy Lrovp exiſts in woeful Plight ! 

And I (curſe to the Scandal of the Times) 

Tho' I ne'er dealt in poignant Rhimes, 

Am exil'd for remaining Life, 


*Depriv'd of Country-Seat, and Wife. 
5 Occaſion d 
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55 | 
Ortafioned by a Lady being deeply affefled with the — 


Cenfure of the World, A Diarocut. 


LAS! alas! ſo much I've heard, 
I ſcarce have Breath to ſpeak a Word ; 

The World! the World, what won't it ſay ? 
Is hatching Lies from Day to Day ; 
If for one Mouthful of freſh Air, 
We venture from our Homes to ſteer, 
And this at Ev ning ſhould be done, 
Expect to hear by Morning's Sun, 
Malice has done her utmoſt Spite, 
To repreſent in fouleſt Light, 
And damn the Actions of the N ight. 
U. No more, no more diſturb thy Mind, 
With airy Trifles of this Kind ; 
But pattern me; and Scandal deem 
A Thing of Courſe, a Thread-bare Theme 7 
Nor care, tho' ev' ry Tongue ſhould vie, 
Who worlt can tell the greateſt Lye: 
But let this Maxim be our Rule, 
(Deſpiſing ev'ry buſy F ool) 
Ourſelves to pleaſe ; nor mind a ot, 


Whether the World approve, or not. 
E 2 


Ati 


a, 
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An ACROSTIC, addreſſed to 


Miſs 

S O much of Elegance and Eaſe, 

U nite to form thy Pow'r to pleaſe ; 

S uch {weet Propriety of Mein, 

As amply fits a Goddeſs Queen; 

N o more let Paphian Venus boaſt, 
Nor WAL DCG RAVE be the only Toaſt; 
Angelic Maid! thee, I declare, 

H ow much ſuperior to that Fair! 


H ow weak, how languid are my Lays, 
U nlefs you deign to ſmile my Praiſe; 
T o give your Worth its Merits due, 

C an I attempt, not fir'd by You ? 

H ere let me then invoke thy Aid, 

I nſpire your Poet, Heav'n-born Maid; 
N or let my fervent, zealous Pray 'r, 

S uffer a cool indignant Air ; 

On me your chearful Radiance dart, 


Nor deeper wound, but glad my Heart. 


1 


Upon 


MIS ©» 


Upon ſeeing Mrs. YEATES in the Character of 
| ManxcaREx, in the Earl of Warwick. 
O ſee, and to admire's the ſame; I ſwear 
Een CigzER never rivall d this our Fair; 
Gods! with what noble, what vindictive Ire, 
Each Feature ſpeaking, and her Eyes all Fire; 
With what maternal Emphaſis ſhe cries, 
* I conquer ſtill, there, there my Victim lies. 


eee 


Addreſſed 10 4 Lady on ſier little Girl, aged four Years. 
dhe 5 
N ot all that am rous Poets fain, 

As ſtrong as Fancy nerves their Strain, 

N or Venus, Laughter-loving Fair, 

C an to ſuch op'ning Sweets compare ; 
Y ou are Heaven's peculiar Care. . 

H ow ſprightly charming, what a Tongue 

O er thy dear Prattle how I hung; 

O n my fond Knee how didſt thou fit, 


K een in Remarks, of ſuch a Wit, 
E en grown-up Mortals muſt ſubmit. 


E An 
Pointing to Warwick whom ſhe had ſtabd. 


— 
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An AC ROS TIC, addreſſed ta 


Miſs 

Perhaps you think, my little Queen, 
Return d once more to Rhime—I mean 
I n high- wrote Panegyric Verſe, 

8 uch a8 your Siſters Praiſe rehearſe :— 
Can you do leſs, I hear you ſay, 

In peeviſh Mood, for Mz than Tnxy ? 
L et Interruption ceaſe, 1 pray ; - 
L eaſt you ſhou'd think I mean to ſlight, 
A ttend my Counſel, mark me right ; 
H eaven has'form'd you fair, tis true, 
Under the Roſe no Claim for You) 


T ime may ſpeak further Charms, the Mind ; 


3 


© an there be ought in human Kind, 

H owever ſtriking, to compare 

I n Worth with this, my ſprightly Fair ? 
N e er let Externals, then, engage, 

8 uch Trifles as allure the Age; 

On mental Grace your Parts employ, 
N ar this can Time himſelf deſtroy. 


| Another 
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Another, addreſſed to the eldeſt Siſter. 


Miſs 

MM irth, Good-humour, ſolid Senſe, 
A Iways ready to diſpenſe, 

R eaſon's pow'rful Support, 

I n thy quick Ideas ſtoat ; 

A Perſon form'd to pleaſe; a Mind, 


Ho far ſuperior to thy Kind! 

U fe, and ornamental Grace, 

To ſuch a ſweet, engaging Face, 

C ombine to ſwell thy Worth, thy Praiſe; 
H ow far above my humble Lays ! 
In what a Rhapſody of Joy, | 

N ever ſhall Time itſelf deſtroy) 

So like a YzArss * in Paſſion, Air, 

0 er- reaching Warwick's ſubtle Care; 
Nought can efface this ſtriking Fair 


EXTEM- 


* The Tragedy of the Earl of Warwick was deſigned to be 
privately exhubited, in which this Lady was to perform Margaret 
of Anjou; a Character Mrs, Yates'ſo capitally ſhines in, 


fo MISCELLANIES. 


EXTEMPORE 
Upon a Report in the public Papers that Lord C π]”τ 
was in great Danger at the Cafele Inn, Marlbro', of 

being cruſh'd by the Ceiling of a Room giving Way 
whale his Lordſhip was at Dinner there. 


LAS! what Donkey was the Public-Weal in 
A When C****#z; was near cruſh'd 2 Marlbro's 
Ceiling? 
This dire Event would diſtant Ages mourn, 
And what had been the Fate of this own ? 
Our Crippi d Patriot gone]! What then remains? 
Our Hands as well as Tongues * would groan in Chains. 


drips ob pine 


Lon the Infidel Hixcus calling in Perſon upon the Author 
to deprecate his juſt Vengeance touching his SNARLERS ; 
in a Letter addreſſed to fome Ladies. 


Second Triumph, Ladies, give me Joy ! 
PAN Himſelf, and not his greaſy Boy, 
Came Yeſterday, all Terror-ſtruck. to find 
Your humble out, and with a flaviſh Mind, 
(To 
To the Bluſt of the Times ali public Affairs were at a tote! 
Stand till Lord C**®***yys Arrival from Bath, 
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(To deprecate my Wrath) when to depart, 

(Firſt told I was remov'd, which gall d his Heart) 
Left Word, that if I ſhould return, why then, 
He begg d his Sir/hip's Comps. and wiſh' d again, 
That Mr. U. would call in T-ft-n-Street, 

(Which when I do may I the DA meet) 

For he, the Infidel, from his own Shore, * 

Had Letters juſt received, implying more. 

May I be branded with his foul Diſgrace, 

(** H-lIl in his Heart, and Tyburn in his Face”) 
If cer I hold Acquaintance with him more ; 

My Soul's refolv'd.—Now, Ladies, as before. 


Ns 


Addreſſed to a certain PREACHER, who gave great Offence 
by having his Hair dreſſed in the very Extremity of the 
Mode, (a la Grec, as it was term'd.) 

THY Dottrine's found, thy Elocution's ſtrong, 

As well become an able Teacher's Tongue; 

We hear with Rev'rence ;—but our wounded Eyes 

Bchold thy Tovpeed Figure with Surprize. 

Shame ont——what ſuffer Faſhion's cobweb Art, 


To gain Poſſeſſion of a Parſon's Heart ? 1 
| Example, 


* Intiavy, 


* 


MISCEULLANTES: 


| Exomple, join'd with Precept, may produce 
Pious Effects, and prove of Soul-felt Ule : 
The firſt neglected, tell me what avail, 
What real Service then, your florid Tale ? 
Hold up reſpectſul Decency to View, 
Our Praiſe you'll merit, Imitation too; 
Apply this Hint, *tis friendly you'll allow, 
And frankly offer d to each cafſock'd Beau. 
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The HIGHGATE ADVENTURE. 
Friday, September 4, 1767. 
SSIST me Muſe, whilſt I relate, 
© Th Occurrence of a Morning's Date. 

Strolling to view the public Way, * 
Where toiling Lab'rers ſweat out Day, 
A Butcher, tho' of greaſy Note, 
With courteous Freedom I beſpoke ; 
Prating a-while on this and that, 
Fine Weather, or ſuch common Chat, 
We ſaw (no Marvel to behold) 
Advancing, dreſs d in Green and Gold, 


* The new Road then making up to the Town. 


MISCELLANIES: 63 
A ſtately Hero paſſing by, 

When thus Sir Cleaver roars on high: 
Thats SAMPSON, who with active Pow'r, 
At Iſlington each Night an Hour 
Regales the Public with his Feats 
Of Horſemanſhip ; nay ſome ſay beats 
E'en Price himſelf” —I ſtop'd him ſhort, 
Friend, you're deceiv'd, take my Word for't; 
Tis not the Perſon that you name. 
Im certain tis the very lame.” 

Thus brav'd, and by a calfiſh Pate, | 7 
Tho Gaming is a Vice hate, ny 
I'll hold you ten to five, ſays I, 
That tis not Sa xrsox paſling by. 
Done, his reply; away I flew, 
And brought the Hero to his View; 
W ho honeſtly declar'd that Hz 
Was WALrox calld; this ſet me free, 
And gave me ample Right to claim 
Five Pieces of the Butcher's Dame ; 
She keeps the Duſt, I'd have you know, 
For Highgate Cuſtom wills it ſo: F 
| | In 
» Many Inſtances of this Kind are well known to the Author. 


& MISCELLANIESã. 
In ſine, twas paid, nor think me mean, 
Or lightly of my Subject deem; 

Dice levels ALL to equal State, 

The Butcher's Gold is royal Weigl. 


# k F 


FFF 
EX TEMPO RE 
Upon the muck-lamented Death of the Right Honourable 
Cnartts TownsEND, obit Friday, Sept. 4, 1767. 
WIrn guſhing Eyes, and Heart- felt Grief, 
Britannia plaintive cries, 
Alas! where ſhall I find Relief, 
When Worth like Townsen p's dies ? 


eee 


Upon ſceing Mrs. Yz aTzs (after Mrs. Cinnur's Death) 
in the reviy'd Tragedy of Heroic Love, for her own 
Benefit. 3 
(CEASE, ceaſe your unavailing Griefs, 
Tho' CIBBER is no more, 
vearks with reſiſtleſs Charms revives, 
And ſhines with equal Pow'r J 


An 
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An AC ROS TIC, addreſſed to 
Miß 
Prudence join d with graceful Eaſt, 
E. v'ry Sweet combin'd to pleaſe 7 
G oodneſs of the Heart diſplay d, 
& ifts of Nature, Heavenly Maid! 
Y ou poſſeſs with matchleſs Skill; 
E v'ry Charm of Mind at Will, 
Various Pow 18 to ſpare or kill. 
A dd that Hieroglyphic Vein, “ 


N ot a Daſſi but ſpeaks your Fame, 
S uch Addreſs I court again. 


” 22 
* - . 
. Ss * * - 
. . - 


Upon another LADY, the Siſter. 
Miſs | | 
B eauty's Charms muſt a away, 
E v'ry Moment wings Decay ; 
T ho' polleſs'd of ev'ry Grace, 
S uch a Mein, fo fair a Face, 
Y ou to Time mult ſtill give Place. 

E ry 
* This Lady was much admired for writing ænigmatical Letters. 


5 - MESCELLANTES. 

E v'ry Beauty of th Mind, 

Various Charms with Eaſe combin d; 

A dd that recent ſweet Diſplay, 

N ot a Glove muſt ſoil To-day * ) 

S uch Attention claims a Lay. 

$$000+0000+$5$$+$4++$6944++ | 

Addreſſed to a certain Lady, who was highly diſpleaſed, 
and ill. treated the Author, for giving his impartiat 


(tho' fhe expreſsly commanded him) auchn 
2 defy Publication ꝙ ler 


w Ho widely we miſtike the Road, 
Which Nature points to View, 
Each Jack aſſumes the Gentleman, 

An Author, ſtrangely You. 

U. 
Squander no more whole Paper Reams, 
Nor laviſh precious Time; 
Thimble and Needle better ſuit, 
Tan hoblling Dogg' rel Rhime. 
Apply 
This alludes to a very engaging economical Diſplay of this 


Lady's, who was obſerv'd to carry colour'd Gloves about her, ts 
keep her white ones clean, 


MISC EIL LANIES. er 
III. 


Apply your Siſter's thrifty Art, 
A Carpet * will afford, 

A nobler Field to ſhew your Parts, 
And ſooner ſtock your Board. 


*NEU 
Upon a Youxc Lapv, virtuouſly remarked for her ftrif 
Attention to an aged Mother. 


Miſs 
P rudence join'd with filial Care, 

O!] the Virtue of this Fair! 

L et the Thoughtleſs and the Gay, 

L ooſely ſport their Hows away, 
Y ou with Scorn that Waſte ſurvey. 


W ifely, dutiful in Heart, 

A ll your willing Time impart, 

R ather to a Parent's Eaſe, 

F olly's Round may other's pleaſe ; 
I n your prudent, careful Mind, 
E v'ry filial Charm combin'd ; 

L ove like this I joy to know, 


D uty's Happineſs below. 
Upon 
* The young Lady was employed at this Time on ſuch a Work, 
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Upon. a Lavy, who gave the Author his firſt Interview, 
maſk d all the Time, Addreſſed to 


Mrs. 

B eauties of the Mind appear, 

U nder Maſk of Face, my Fair; 
Rather Mercy, I muſt own, 


T o prevent your Features known ; : 
011 might receiv'd a Dart, 
N ever to ſurvive the Smart. 


To the AUTHOR of the Counteſs of Salifbury, a Tragedy, | 
wrote when he was Eighteen, 
1 

UCH carly Merit you diſplay, 

In this your tragic Vein, | | 
No need of a prophetic Mind, TAE. 

To ſpeak your future Fame. 

| II, 1 EL 

But yet I muſt, with friendly Zeal, 
Thus publicly declare, 
I like not that too ſolemn Burſt, | 

« MY GOD!“ in Mouth of Play'r, 


Addreſſed 
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Addreſſed to a married Lady upon 
her Birth-Day. 


1. | 
AT Friendſhip's Call with willing Heart, 
| My Muſe aſſiſts the Lay; 
And thus with beſt of Wiſhes hail 
Fair Betſy's natal Day. | 
u. * 
May many calm revolving Vears, 
= ull fraught with ev'ry Joy, 
In grateful Order bleſs your Life, 
Protect your fav'rite Boy.* 
Hs 
May ſweet Content of Mind, with Health, 
That beſt of Bleſſings here, 
Crown all your Days with Heart-felt Eaſe, 
Your Nights diſrobe of Fear. 
+108 13 "he 
May hoary Age itſelf ſteal on, 
— Without its painful Train ; 
May ev'ry Ill be far remov'd, 
Your ev'ry Wiſh obtain. | 
| F | Acckpt 
An only Child. | 


7% MISC EL LANIE S. 
| IV. 
Accept this poor, but honeſt Strain, 
No ſelfiſh End in Von. > | 
A better Poet you may ind, 
But not a Friend more true. 
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An AC ROSTIC, addreſſed to 
Miſs - 
E v'ry graceful Charm to pleaſe, 
Little Loves with ſportive Eaſe, 
I n thy beauteous F orm appear, 7 
S uch as War DORA VE] tempting Fair J 
A dd a further laſting Fame, 
(B etter far than noble Name) 


4 
5 2 E853 ww i . 


E nvy muſt allow a Mind, 

To Perfection near inclin'd — 
H ow with Praiſes juſtly due, 
Many Vi irtues plac'd i in Wr: ; 

In a ſudden Change of Thought. 
C an I then deſcry a Fault? - 

H ow? alas! I find it true, 

E Ife I dare not cenſure You - 

L et coquettiſh Airs be gone, 


L ovz may then aſſume the Throne, | 
: Fo Occaſion d 


MIS C E I. I. AN IE S. FA 


d.cafor'd by a ſcurrilous Epigram in an Evening Paper 
upon the Death of the Right Honourable Canes | 
TownsexD. 
UCH groſs Depravity of Heart 
Beſpeaks the fouleſt Aim; 
Then what muſt be his future State, 
; Who ſtabs a TowxsEN D's Fame p 


e e * eee 


An A C R 0 P C. 


Addreſſed to a Lady of ſingular Ingenuity. 
Miſs nes nad 
P erſuaſion on thy Lips is hung, 
H eav'nly Eloquence of Tongue; 
In what Variety of Charms, 
I. ittle Loves with ſweet Alarms, 
I n thy graceful Form appear, 
(P rithee WALDGRAVE come not here) 
P ride and Envy niuſt be mute, 
I f they dare with thee diſpute : 
N o, it cannot, ſhall not be, 
A ll mult yield the Palm to thee : 


F 2 | But 


72 MISCELLANIES. 
B ut ſhould fooliſh Beauty claim, 

U nder that bare, ſimple Name, 

R etreat, thou ſelf-ſufficient Fair, 

T 0 Sareno how can'ſt thou compare 

O f mental Pow'rs how juſt her Boaſt ; 

N ever contend—you've doubly loſt. 


VERSES addreſſed to Dr. Wyxsros, upon the Author's 
ee a we 70 Nervous * 


SN CE roſy Health once more diſplays 
Her ſprightly gladſome Train, 
With renovated Strength the Muſe 
Attempts this grateful Strain. 
© + 
But firſt, to Heav'n's all-ruling Pow'r, 
She bends with thankful Heart ; 
Without who's Aid, of what Avail 
| Isev'ry human Art? 


III. 
Hail Wyxs rox! tho' no rattling Car 
Proclaims thy Worth's Approach ; : 
Skilful Aſſiſtance may be found, 
Not launching from a Coach. 


Henceforth 


MISCELLANIES. 


IV. 
Henceforth no more let tinſel d State, 
With Glare of outward Show, | 
Stamp Ignorance with Sterling Parts, 
To grace the Blockhead's Brow. 
V. 
Hail WyxsTox ! tho each envious Son, 
Of Galen's num'rous Tribe, 
With Dignity of Wig ſhould feign, 
Thy Merits to deride; 
| VI. 
Yet will I ſet to public N ote, 
Thy Health-diſpenſing Pow'r ; 
This Gratitude demands—with Joy 
I ſeize the preſent Hour. 


VII. 


What, tho' no Birth-right Claim you boall | 


To Britain's fav'rite Ifle, * 
Nor Place nor Climate can confine, 


True Genius knows no Soil! 


F 3 
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Accept 


The Doctor is a Dutchman, many Years a Student at the 
Univerſity of Leyden ; from the Profeſſors of which he has the 


moſt honourable Teſtimonials of his ſkilful Knowledge in Phyſic 
as well as in Philoſophy, 


x MISCELLANIES 
| vil, 
Accept the Wiſhes of a Heart, 
Reſtor'd to ſocial Joy ; * 
May this ſuccesful Merit ſpeak, 
| Your Title to employ. 


FF 


EXT EMP OR E 


Upon reading a ſcurrilous Letter in the Public Adverti er, 
. Fre IR John Spinnage. 
I. 
FE foul-mouth'd Spinnage, what in Print 
A Lyar, Scoundrel, Fool, 
A Majer, and a Tuſtice too! | 
What! learnt you this at School ? 


ab |: 
Bluſh, deeply bluſh, for this Offence, 
» Retra@ your courtly Charge; 
Or you will have the World retort, 
And think you're All + at large. 
| Adareſs'd 
The Author's Spirits were ſo affected, owing to his Diſor- 
ger, as to render all Society not only diſagreeable but ever. 
Creatful to him, 


+ Lyar, Scoundrel, and Fool. 
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Addreſsd to a certain Witling, (who dated a Lelter from 
Canterbury in the Public Advertiſer Sept. 17, 1767) 
in which he thought fit to exerciſe his Multiplicity of 
Proſe Ideas in diſſecting the Motrves which induced the 
Author to write ſome Lines (vide p. 66) to g certam 
Lady, 

| I. | 
2 H“? widely you've miſtook my Aim,” 
Sweet Willing Proſe Aduiſer, 


Turn to my I.ines, I'm clear you'll find, 


In that ſame Advertiſer : ? 
II. 
Not Prejudice, injurious Cauſe, 
Proyok'd my juſt Retort, 
I know the Lady—have been wrong d- 
Thus told her of the Fault. 
I. 
To you ſhe's totally unknown, 
(If we may take your Word) 
Why warmly then eſpouſe her Fame ? 


Indeed twas quite abſurd. 


» Scpt. 10, 1767. 


6 MISCELLANIES. 
> | 8 
The Sex I honour and eſteem, 
Nay with reſpectful Care ; 
I note the Phenix. you poſſeſs, 
Long live your jingling Fatr ! 
"| 
O! now I have it ; ſhe, dear Soul, 
Took to herſelf my Hint, 
And fearful leaſt a Siſter Nit 
Shou d be deter'd from Print; 


VI. 
Commanded Spouſe to draw his Ouill, 
(She kindly gave a Lift) 
Had you refus'd, in troth you'd loſt, 
Your yearly pillow Gift. * 


Adareſs'd 


This Champion fign'd himſelf «A Lover of modeſt Ge- 
nius,” and boaſted that he had a Wife who upon every annual 


Return of their Marriage-Day, left an Ode of her own compa, 


ſing upon his Pillow, 


= 
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EX TEMPO RE 
Addreſid to the ſame Canterbury Witling, in Anſwer to 
his verboſe Epiſtle inſerted in the Public Advertiſer, 

Of. 5, 1767, addreſſed to the Impartialiſt. 5 
VHV all this Rout, my furious Sir ? 
I meant your Spouſe no Harm ; 
Secure for me ye Turtles coo, 
Nor fear my rude Alarm. 
1 
Long may you live in peaceful State, 
I wiſh it by my Life; 
Nor do I envy in the leaſt, 
Your tender jinGLING Me. 


. DSS SDD DDS 


EXTEMPORE 
Upon feeing Mr. MORRIS, for the firſt Time, in the 
Charadter of G11.zs in the Maid of the Mill. 


17 Jon xxx Brar has quitted Stage, 
His Loſs we cannot rue; 

Since ev'ry Eye with Pleaſure owns 

His Giles reviv'd in You, 

4 | Another 


® MISCELLANIES. 
Another upon the ſame Occaſion, 


| I. 0 9 B 
WIr Cynic's Snarl, and low ring Brow, 
On reading Advertiſer, 
Cries Harry to his urging Wife, 
To-night we'll prove the wiſer. 
II. 5g 
No Mazd of Mill can now go down, 
Since JOHNNY BzARD is miſling ; 
Who's this ſame Moxxis P- Well I know 
His Fate will be a Hiſſing. 


UI. 
But Spauſe was wilful, go he mult; 


This Morn I heard him ſay, 
Who could have thought it ? Sure I ſaw 
Friend BEARD humfelf diſplay. | 


0>$$000S$$0$SSSH<0e0 


EXTEMPORE 


Ut. fending a Preſent of Tea into the Country, bought at | 
the Grafs-hopper, in Gracechurch-Street. 


CCEPT the Graſs-hopper Contents, 
A E hope you'll find 'em good ; W 
When done, expect a freſh Supply 

From Poet UNDER wooD. eV . 


Upon 
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Upon the Author's receiving an Invitation to a Friend's 
Houſe, (lately gone into Bufineſs) No. 435. 
1 impartial Scribbler has receiv d 
Your friendly Invitation, 
On Thurſday next he means to call, 
To hear of Lynn Relation. 


II. | 
I note your hang-out, give you Joy, 
In Life you can't but thrive ; 
Since Magna Chart. protects your Houſe 
With Number Forty tue, | 
> 
N. B. On ſecond Thoughts, for they are beſt, 
(If Proverbs we regard) 35 
I'll take che Luck of daily Pot, 
1 you'll forgive your Bard. 
IV. | 
But if the Times ſhould not permit, 
Why tip me but a Line, 
Tis all the ſame, ſome future Day 
Will ſefve as well to dine. | 


do MISC ELLANIES. 


A POETIC EPISTLE, 


Ad dreſd to Mr. GarnsBokovcn, Painter, at Bath ; 
in which the Author reminds him of his Promiſe made in 
| laſt April, to preſent him with a whole length Picture. 


TOI upon Friendſhip ſhown, 
In April laſt at Bath when down, 
I ſhould e' er now addreſs'd a Letter, 
(Perhaps like this for want of better) 
And begg'd to be indulg'd the Reaſon, 
You came not up in May's fair Seaſon ; 
But ever fince a fell Diſeaſe, 
Foe to my Mind and Body's Eaſe, 
Has prey'd upon my ev'ry Hour, ET 
Palſy'd each Senſe with baneſul Pow rj 
Relax d my Nerves in ev'ry Breath, 
I ſuffer'd, and I wiſh'd for Death, 


= | | . 


The Author takes this Opportupity to thank this Gentleman 
for his riet Attention to his Promiſe, and the very genterl ingenuous 
Reception he has ſence met with "TO him; at the ſame Time aſ- 
fares him, that he is preparing (with all convenicht Diſpatch) 

the public Retort which he has already privately engaged to treat 
bim with, | 
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At length reſtor'd, in grateful Lay, 


The Public Prints my Thanks convey: e 


'Tis now with ſocial Pleaſure fraught, 
Your friendly Offer floats in Thought : 
You promis d, Sir, a Stripling Bard, 
(Unworthy of ſo much Regard) 

To honour with your ſkiltul Art; 

A Favour, which with grateful Heart, 
Shall long remain in high Eſteem, 

An Artiſt Friend, my fav'rite Theme! 
Th' Occaſion of this frank Addreſs, 

Is briefly neither more nor lels, 

A Fortnight from this Date I mean 
To quit this noiſy, buſtling Scene; T 
Leaſt the State-boobjes of the Times, 
Should plunge me in a Sea of Rhimes, 
Before my ſhatter'd Nerves recruit 
Their Powers for a freſh Purſuit ; 

I mean to paſs the Severn Tide, 

To viſit Friend on F other Side; Fu 

And if your leiſure Time permit, 


For Seaſon ſcarce commences yet, 


* Public Adv. Sept. 23, 1767. 
T Wariss, 


t Lexpex. 


81 


82 MISCELLANTES, 
1 ſhould be proud of your Diſplay, 
For Rath of courſe is in my Way; 
But if the Times are preſling ſtill, 
And Shoals demand your wond'rous Sill, 
Contented till a future Day, 
Your jingling Scribbler U. muſt ſlay. 

Your Kindneſs will, 1 hope, excuſe 
This Freedom of a nerveleſs Muſe ; 
I bega Line—with much Regard, 
Remain your moſt reſpectful Bard. 


CCC 
F FRY BS 
In which the Author addreſſes two Siſters of his intimate Ac- 
quaintance, (one married unhappily) upon their informing 
him that they were obliged to ſubmit to a Separation ; 

the youngeſt, Mis H. going to live with her Mother. 


* 
3 yet reſlor'd to ſocial Joy. 
F Ho little did I dream, 5 
A ſecond Stroke ſo ſoon prepar'd, 


To damp Life's future Scene 


And 


MISC EL LANIES. 83 
5 * 

And muſt our Friendſhip finiſh here ?— 

But what muſt be your Grief, 
Ill-fated Fair, depriv'd of all, 

A Siſter's dear Relief ? 

| Ul. 

So fair, and yet ſo early known, 

To Cruelty and Wrong, 
The ſhameful Author well deſerves, 


A Laſh from ev'ry Tongue. 
IV. 
Let Patience, and a conſcious Calm, 
Support your Virtue {till ; 
Heav'n will afford you freſh Reſource, 
Depriv'd of Siſter HI. 
3 
She but obeys a duteous Call, 
Nor willingly departs ; 
A Mother's Claim—what need of more 
To move the beſt of Hearts ? 
VI 
In Friendſhip's Name continue here, 
To foreign Parts why roam? “ 
Preſerve Equality of Mind, 
You've ev'ry Thing at Home. 


Upon 
* This Lady intimated a Deſign of going Abroad. 


„„ MISC EIL LANIEsõ. | 


2 a certain ineſfable Coxcomb, who ſeandalouſy % 
the A 1 Confidence. 


\ ' T HY, you muſt 155 a roaring Trade, a6 
An ample Fortune too; i H 
Women and Wine ! high Ven' {on Feaſts ! ' 


Who lives like Quinly You. | 
II. 

Let ſubtle Tom attend the Shop, | 

Gay Pleaſures all your Care; 
Whole Mornings ſpent in Billet-doux, 

With dreſſing of your Hair. 
1 . MS 
Your taſty Picture too I note, 

O ! you're a finiſh'd Piece! 
But why VaxnDYKE? An Artiſt ſare, 


From 1taly or Greece! 
IV. 
No more with Folly, all your own, 
Proclaim a Samrs0N's Sway; 
I've found in Shght you far ſurpaſs | 
— | ge: 
h An 
As a ſtriking Proof of the aſtoniſhing intelleftual Qualifications of 
this new -fangied Gentleman, the Author here alludes to his extolling 
= Saursox's Feats of Activity on Horſeback as the fineſt 5 Hogue 
Operations" he ever beheld, —--Riſum teneatis ? 
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An EX TEM ZYORE EPIGRAM, 


In Anſwer to a Witling's Attack upon Mr. Manoox's 
playing Macheath at Covent-Garden. 


L 
Pact, witling Scribbler— Johnny Gay 
Was candid and fincere, 
Manoox has Merit—likes us well 
Regaling Eye and Ear, 
3 
I fear you croak your own fad Fate, 
A Gibbet!”—ſtop your Lay; 
Or ſpeedy Execution waits, 
A SNARLER of the Day! 


+$$4+$$+$4$4+$+$4$+44+4$+44+ 
Sent to a Friend with the SNARLERS and IMPARTIALIST 
as a Preſent. 


I. 
* impartial Scribbler's beſt Reſpects 
Preſents to friendly Eye, 
His heftic Proſe, with Candour view 
Theſe firſt Attempts to fly. | 
c 512-2265 Tus 
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55 

Ti ime may mature this pleaſing Flow ; 
(No profitable Trade !) 

In almoſt ev'ry daily Print 
My Signature's diſplay d. * 

| 2 III. 
Turn but to Yeſterday's Addreſs, 
The Public Advertiſer; 


See there a Minor's bold Attempt, 
To laſh a Major wiſer. T 


SSODDDSSD$S$S DD DDD 


EXTEMPORE 
In A beer to an Invitation from two Ladies of the Author's 
intimate Acquaintance, in which they very genteely 
excus d the Treat they deft ign'd ham, by. ſaying, as 
0 Friendſhip is the Party we know you'll * bad 
Fare.“ 
GAIN I'm honour'd by the Fair! 
; Your friendly Invitation 
Has reach'd me fafe—of more Eſteem 
Than higheſt Feaſt Collation. 8 
pt Expect 
* The Impartialiſt. 
The Lines addreſs'd to Major John Shinnage, printed in the 
Public Advertiſer, and ſignd © A Minor.” Vide p. 74. 
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u. 
Expect me, Ladies, at the Time, 
No matter for your Fare; 
"Tis Friendſhip's Party—happy Thought! 
And I'll with Joy repair. 


N. B. In Anſwer to your friendly Letter, 
Extemp're thus — for want of better. 


CONDE fe .de . . l. K . K. . Kt EE 
EXT E M POR E 

In Praiſe of the worthy patriotic CHAMBERLAIN, Str 
TugopboRE JANSSEN. 

HEN Vice triumphant lords it in a State, 

And fouleſt Actions ſtigmatize the Great, 

Who but with Honeſty of Soul muſt praiſe 

That Man, whoſe Condutt in theſe canker'd Days, 

Can ſtand the Teſt, above Detraction's Brawl, 

And makes Integrity his All in All ? 

Nor think I paint too high—T'll give you Proof, 

JansszN's that Man—c'en Envy ſpeaks this Truth. 


NN 
$ 


7 Gol | _ Upon 


3 MISC EL LANIES. 


Upon a moſt ſelfiſh premature Advertiſement in Lloyd's 
Evening Poſt, foliciting the Votes of the Liverymen of 
the City by one W11.50NN, to ſucceed the above moſt 
worthy Character in the Chamberlainſhup of London, Sir 
THEoODORE being then at Bath, and (thank Heaven “) 
yet amongſt us. | A 


HAME to the buſy, meddling Age, 

” How vilely ſelfiſh Views engage! 
What! bait for Place? ſolicit Votes ? 
(Curſe to your Raven-croaking Notes!) 
JanssEN yet lives! preſerve him Heav'n! 
An honeſt Man's thy Bleſling giv'n : 
Far better for the World to ſee, 
Ten thouſand Wilſonns gone—than HE. 


£S+S4$D#SS4S$$044S$S$D% 


A CHARACTER. 


1 at another's Senſe, 

(Self- conſcious that he's no Pretence) 
Teachy and wayward, ne er at reſt, 
Like weaning Child for Mother's Breaſt; 


Diſplay 
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| Diſplay but Reaſon's pow'rful Light, 

His Soul ferments with fore affright ; 

No Worth Himſelf—at other's Praiſe 

He pines and ſickens out his Days: 

Not feeble old, nor Stripling young, 

Indecent Language fouls his Tongue ; 

Atev'ry paſſing Female Face, 

Like Hamlet ſtarts from fitting Place ; 

_ Cries, ſhe's d—'d fine, if very Hag, 


Debauchery his florid Brag ; 
Eat up with Spleen to that Degree, 
Sage HILL himſelf can't ſet him free. 


EXTEMPORE 
Upon the ſaclious College Diſputes between the L1ctNs 


TIATES and Docrons. 


| 
HY all this mighty public Rout ? 
Give up the real Cauſe; 
What ! have the bold Licentiates broke 
Your dictatorial Laws ? 


6 a5 Not 


90 MISCELLANTES. 


Not herd with Brothers you've approv'd ; 
Fie ! let the Matter paſs: 

We want no further Proof to ſhow, 
Aſs brays—'gainſt what ?—an Aſs ! 


CCC ² A 


An AC ROS TIC, addreſſed to 
Miſs a 

M uſt I quit ſo old a Friend 7 

A nd for what? a venal End? 

R ather let Relations fleer, + 

'T is the Way of World, my Fair; 

H ave I not a Right to claim, 

As well as they, the Choice of Flame? 


And I willaſſert my Right, 

R eaſon's ſweetly. beaming Light, 
Come propitious to my Aid; 
Haſte! and tell my fav'rite Maid, 
E v'ry Bar may yet away, 

R eſt th' Event of coming Day. 


MISCELLANIES. 


EXTEMPORE 
Upon reading an Extract from Dr. DDs moſt elegant- 
wrote Poems upon Popularity and Equality. 


I 


ER like my Friend D**p, 
That you'll think it quite odd, 


And yet I mult frankly declare, 
Your fweet Verſe is ſo fine, 
Such good Senſe ev'ry Line, 

It makes &en a Stripling to ſtare. 

II. 
Firſt then for your Meaſure, 
O rare] quite a Treaſure ! 

Where Beauty and Harmony join; 

The World muſt admire 
Bruch true nervous Fire, 

And praiſe the poetic Drome. 

HI. 
Your Language how great! 
Wich Thoughts ſo compleat, 

Do read the intelligent Page; 

And be ſure you muſt own, 


The like never ſhown, 


© ! this is the wonderful Age! 


gs MISCELLANLES, 
5 IV. ; 
A Word to the Wiſe, 
They ſay ſhould fuſfice, 
Then Dofor—{(but pardon your Bard) 
Stick to Building and Preaching. 
You'll thrive beſt by Teaching, 
And gain at leaſt—vulgar Regard. 


Gn eee 


A certain C U R E for immoderate 
. 
H! ͤmy poor Huſband ! cries the plaintive Wife, 
Late the ſole Joy and Comfort of my Life ! 

And art thou gone? Alas! the cruel Day, 
Which ſnatch'd, by far my better Half away! 
To me how irkſome is this buſtling Stage 
+ Fie on't! O fie!” no longer I'll engage 
| Betly, take Care you bury th dear Soul 
Wich high Reſpect ;—my Sorrows to controul, 

I'll poſt for Bath ; the {prightly Ball may prove, 
A ſovereign Balm to cure—(and whet her Love) 


Well, down ſhe. comes, ſhines forth in lovely Weeds, 
And Ln nly ſhows her Grief, from Heart oma 


Upon 
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Upon ſeeing a very beautiful young Lady in Mr. Lgaxz's 
Shop at Bath, (OR. 24, 1767.) 
1 
OLLING at Eaſe in Elbow-Chair, 
That Danger was ſo preſſing near, 
Ho little did I dream? 
II. 
When, lo! to ſtrike us with Surprize, 
So ſweet a Form, ſuch brilliant Eyes, 
An unknown Fair diſplay'd! 
E III. 
I felt my Heart beat ſtrange Alarms, 
I gaz'd with Rapture on her Charms; 
A Cymon's Iphigene ! | 
5 w. 
But as the Sun in high Mid-day, 
To intercepting Clouds gives Way, 


And leaves us in a Gloom ; 


V. 
Thus, on a ſudden from our Sight, 
The Goddeſs Fair withdrew her Light, 
And rapt us in a Cloud. 
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The JOURNAL of a DAY. 
A CHARACTER. 
o up at Eight from Night's Repole, 


By dear Rappee an ample Doſe,* 
Firſt he ſalutes, with friendly Care, 


' Your Humble thus, F Well, how does fare, 


You reſted well I hope haſt Night ?” 

Well my good Friend—thus far we're right : 
Then ſtrait he takes to Ground, f provides 
His Pall ) her Tea, my Meſs beſides. | 

But hold, before we further ſpeak 

His Actions, of his Dreſs we'll treat; 

His Morning's Trim, (but here take Note, 
You'll find he has a cleaner Coat) 


Upon his Self- ſufficient Pate, 1 
He wears a Cap of Woollen State; 


His Coat—O for a fertile Brain, 


| But all Deſcription would be vain, 


Our Eyes and Noſe can better tell, 

How Thread-bare old, how rank its Smell ; 
| | And 
* He calls for his Box before he gets out of Bed, 


+ The Author lodged there. f The Kitchen. g For Poll 
his Wife. Gruel. J A paſſionate Lover of the Bombaſt, 


MISCELLANTES. 


And yet it might a Penny make, 
Would he my wholeſome Counſel take ; 
Sweet greaſy Sir, why thus profuſe ? 
That clean Surtout may be of Uſe ; 
Nay, further, ready Caſh produce. 
Juſt as I ſpoke came ſcreaming by, 
% Any Kitchen Stuff — hy there, ſays I, 
Extract the unctious Virtue forth, 
She'll give a Groat, its utmoſt Worth. 
Enough of this—our Breakfaſt down, 
He ſtrolls an Hour about the Town ; 
But at Eleven with Speed returns, 
His Stomach gnaws, for Porter yearns ; 
Nor would he quit his luke-warm Doſe, * 
No, rather drop his Tell-tale Noſe. 
Come Pally, (this his coaxing Lure) 
Give me the Stuff, + our Morning's Cure, 
For Vapours and the gnawing Gout, 
Friend Frazier's | Portee & will keep out: 
The Stuff obtain'd—for, by the bye, 
His prudent Wife, with careful Eye, 

In her own keeping has the Pelf, 
Or elſe ſhe'd quickly want herfelf ; 


95 


Away 
He always warnis his Morning's Tip. — The Money.-—} The 
Roſe and Crown Inn. —-9 His pleaſing cant Term for Porter, 


os -MISCELLANIES: 


Away he hies, Black Jack in Hand, * 

But ſoon returns to Window-Stand ; F 
Here's to you, Pall,” then ſucks away, 
And leaves for Wife one Gulp a Day. J 
This finiſh'd, with approv'd Regard, 


Between his fav'rite Ponds q mounts Guard: 


There ſaunters till tis Time to think 
Of ſomething both to eat and drink ; 
| Dinner's provided in a Trice, 
Potatoes are extremely nice ; 

Of theſe we made a frequent Fare, 
For Butcher's Meat is very dear; 
Sometimes, indeed, we dreſt a Chop; 


But then with Care forbore the Shop, 


Of ſurly Cleaver, who of late, 
Five Pieces loſt in a Debate; 

The Story has appear'd in Print, 
The taſty Woodall || took the Hint. 
His Cooking o'er, and proteſt, 
No Dinner ever better dreſt, 


The 


| * The Tin warming-Pot.------ + He ſtands in the Yard, ſhe 
fitting within at the Window. By Contract the Wife is en 
tit'd to Half the Pint. 4 Juſt before his Door. || The 
Printer of the Public Advertiſer ; vide his Kentiſh Town Diſplay 


of ArchiteRure, 
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The Dunghill Coat is laid aſide, 
And out he ſtruts in Ruſſet Pride; 
On no Account forgets his Snuff, 
Nor will he part without the Stuff; 
A ſingle Pint will do him good, 
And properly digeſt his Food, 
Refreſh his [ntellefs, you know 
Come, Pall, your Charity beſtow.” 
She grants his Suit, he ſhrugs away, 
With Caſh in Hand, he cannot ſtay : 
An Hour paſt, or two or three, 
We ſee him once at leaſt by Tea; 
With ſparkling Eyes, and Mind elate, 
(For very little takes his Pate) 
Brim-full of Goſſop- news returns, 
And full of ſelf-wrought Wonders burns; 
Tells us ſuch noble Feats achiev d, 
As would o' er- gorge the Jeuiſi Creed: 
How Redſhaw, + by his cutting Vein, 
Was ſore diſſected, rent in twain, ö 
And how he made him whole again. -J 


1 


By this the Sun declines apace, 
And almoſt ends his daily Race ; 


Not 
His conſtant Term for the Bowels,----- F A Pot Companion, 
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Not ſo with him—like dropſy'd Souls, 

Who ſtill athirſt o'er empty'd Bowls, 

He muſt have more, another Pot, | 
And then a third, (the laſt forgot) 
Until he's made a reeling Sot. 

Impartially I muſt declare, 

The dire Effects, when ſwol'n with Beer, 

From Flippancy and Nonſenſe, Mirth, 

Which Afternoon's Regale gave Birth; 

He now commences Hector, Bully, 

And is a very CapTAIN SURLY: | 

This laſts*till Moxynevs Poppies ſhed, - 

Their Influence o'er his ſhatter'd Head : 

Obſerve the Journal of a Day, 

With him thus paſſes Life away. 
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Addrefs'd to a Relation. 


TRANCE to relate, and yet how true, 
Whene er of late I hear from you, 


Though your quick Anſwer to a Line, 
But juſt receiv'd, (in which was Rhime) 
As 
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You ſeem with moſt incurious Eye, 

As by Deſign, to paſs it by, 

Don't think I fiſh for Praiſe, my Bro, 
My Scrolls have no Deſert, I know ; 
And yet I think ſome light Regard, 
You might beſtow on Muſhroom Bard ; 
Not that becauſe I'm born to write, 
Peruſe you muſt in very Spite ; 

In Pill and Bolus you abound, 

Give me of good Rump-Stake a Pound, 
Hold—now I've hinted your Profeſſion, 
I hope it won't be deem'd Digreſſion; 

If by the Way I make a Note, 
(Myſelf indeed I ſhould not quote) 

I ſent you Word of a Specific, 

By Regular * preſcrib'd me when fick, 
In nervous Plaints, moſt nobly good. 
(Teſtis eſt Scribbler Undzz wood) 


And yet no Mention have you made, 


Though in your very Walk of Trade, _ 


Tis valtly ſtrange, and yet a Truth, 


I thought you wou'd have W d the Proof, 


* Dr. WyNSTOK, 


And 
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And therefore offer d to remit, 
By way of Samp', a Box of it; 

But now obſerve I preſs it not, 

Perhaps you think th Effects forgot; 

Far otherwiſe—with grateful Heart, 

I ſhall revere the ſkilful Part, 

My worthy WyxsTox has diſplay'd, 

(An Honour to your healing Trade) 

On Monday next, pleaſe Heav'n, I mean, 
To quit this noiſy uproar Scene; 

But as I've not receiv'd from Wales 

The promis'd Line, a Doubt prevails, 
When I ſhall paſs the Severn Tide, 
(Long pre-engag'd on t other Side ; ) 

In the mean while Barn's my Addreſs, 
Parade my Quarters — nothing leſs ; 

If I ſhould take a further Flight, 

You may aſſure yourſelf III write. 

We'll now take Breath—with much Regard, 
I reſt your loving Bro' and Bard. | 


* Lox dbox. 
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To a certain Lady in Bath, in Anſwer to ſome Verſes of 
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her's inſerted in a public Paper, fign'd BELIx DA, and 
addreſ d to the Impartialiſt: The Satire is meant to re- 


felt upon the Father and Brother only, who grosly mal- 


treated me for endeavouring to prevent the Ruin of the 

latter, whom the Father was about to connect in Partner- 
ſhip with @ certain Houſe in Town, (then in a tot- 

tering State,) and of which J gave him the wel friendly 


and d ifimtereſted Intimation. 


I.. is enough—1I know you, Fair, 

(Witneſs the Hill of Belvidere) 
I wou'd not give deſign d Offence, 
No, by my Life, on no Pretence ; 
But when ſuch groſs abuſive Wrongs, 
Which muſt have bliſter'd certain Tongues, | 
When Treatment, which would ſhame a Turk, 
And make him curſe his own baſe Work, 
When for the warmeſt friendly Aid, 
To ſave a Sox from ruin 'd Trade, 


Who but with me muſt fcorn that Man ? 

Deteſling his ungrateful Plan ; 

That abject Wretch, who paſs d me by, 

Nay, with a Scandal-glaring Eye, EE 
H Slighted 
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Slighted, abus'd me for my Care, 
And prov'd himſelf a favage Bear; 
Why, let him redden—'tis a Truth, 


For Spleen-ſtrack Exc11sn “ is my Proof. 


SSS 


The Author's Anſwer to a Tenant, upon his ſending ſim 
two very fine Geeſe out of Suffolk. | 
A* I'm an idle ſcribbling Sinner, 
Of Gooſe I've eat ſo much at Dinner, 
I ſcarce have Breath—a ſingle Word; 
But eating thus is quite abſurd ; 
And yet ſuch dainty, toothſome Food, 
I know not how, can't be withſtood: 
Thanks to the Donor !—Fat enough; 
Why they were both a very Puff; 
And fed in Stubble- right, I ween, 
Theſe Cacklers knew full well to glean ; 
I ſhould have thought they'd robb'd your Barn, 
And done your Wheat ſome Pounds of Harm 5 
So ſweet, ſo deticately fine, 


Not Goc himſelf can better dine. 


Upon 
A certain Soul-gall'd Hoſter, 
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Upon ſeeing Miſs READ at Barn in the Character of 
| RosAL1ND in the Comedy of As you like it. 
UCH a pleaſing ſweet Diſplay, 

— Well demands a grateful Lay, 
Fav'rite Muſe aſſiſt the Strain, 
Sing to Rofalinda's Fame: 

e 1 

Elegance and ſprightly Eaſe, 

Ev'ry Charm combin'd to pleaſe, 

Muſe aſſiſt the flowing Verſe, 

Roſalinda's Praiſe rehearſe, 

| 11. 

What attractive Grace appears, 

Rapture to our Eyes and Ears; 

Quitting Female Garb, you move 

A perfect Ganymede in Love. 


IV. 


See her mock Orlando's Flatiie ! 


Hark! the taunting Cuckow's Strain ; 
Humour all her own appears, 


Rapture to our Eyes and Ears. 


Ks: 7; | Banquet 
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Banquet this which might invite, 

Gods themſelves to earthly Sight; 

See, the Meſſenger of Jovx 

Quick deſcending from above. 

VI. 
ARTHUR, “ tis the Gods Decree, 
Think not that it comes from me; 
As we like it, ſo muſt They, 
Give us oft this fav rite Play. 


The SMILING FAIR. 
3 
ITTLE flutt ring buſy. Heart, 


Tell me why this plealing Smart ? 
What's the Reaſon when, we meet, 


Dimpl'd Smiles each other greet. 


& : # 
Sure ſome attractive Pow' r. 
From our Birth to preſent Hour, 
Pre- ordainꝰd that we ſhould love, 
Let us then its Pleaſures prove. 


Frankly 
* The, Manager. 
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III. | 

Frankly, thus, my lovely Fair, 

By your ſparkling Eyes, and Haar, 

I invite you to explain, 

Why create each other Pain ? 
IV. 

Hence dull ceremonious Mode, 

How I hate the formal Road ! 

Real Love brooks no Delay, 

Leave to Danglers whining Play. 


Addreſs'd to the ſame Lady, at Bath. 
I. 
FF. ROOM Smiles are very ſweet, 
Laughing Eyes, whene'er we meet ; 
But beſeech you, dimpł d Fair, 


Deign my honeſt Suit to hear. 


II. 
O how happy ſhou'd I be, 
If chis Afternoon to Tea, 
You'd permit me to repair, 
Give me Leave, my dimplI'd Fair. 


13 Frankly 
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SEL * 
Frankly, with impartial Truth, 
You ſhall know th' aſpiring Youth ; 
Ev'ry Requikte reveal'd, _ 
Not a Circumſtance conceal'd, 
| W. 
III be open, gen'rous, free, 
(Doubt not but the ſame from Thee) 
Let your F riends approve my Love, 


Baſe Deceit I'm far above. 

| V. 
Grant me Liberty to ſpeak, 
By thatcharming dimpl'd Cheek, 


Fraught with beſt Good-natur'd Glee, 


Grant me but this Liberty. 

h 3 
Pauſe not long for Friday next, 
(Wou d it were a diff rent Text) 
I'm engag'd to viſit Wales ; | 
But if painful Doubt prevails, 

VII. 

Tho' I purpoſe ſtaying there, 
But a ſingle Week, my Fair! 
Think how many Months 'twill be. 
; { go unheard by thee. - 


> 4 I 
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EXT EM POR E 
Upon the Author's being accus d of haumg wrote againſt 
Mrs, Y E A FT. & | 
QC OME baſe deſigning - (down my Rage) 
Has hlch'd my Title“ to engage: 
I write g inſt VEAT ES forbid it Love, 
Forbid it all ye Pow'rs above: 
No, by my Life; full oft I've ſeen, 
And ever prais d that Goddeſs Mein; 
Which with reſiſtleſs Charms muſt ſway, 
Nay draws us from ourſelves away 75 
Ill-fated Drury ! curſe the Hour, 
That baniſh'd from thy Seat of Pow'r, | 
This peerleſs Fair Let Dancer ſtrive, 


To keep your glimm' ring Lamp alive, 
It will not do; to lateſt Times, 
Prophetic I, (in honeſt Rhimes) 
You'll rue th' Eclipſe of Female Merit, 
And, with the Public, laud her Spirit, 


*. The IurAxTTAILIST. 
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The APOLOGY: 


Addreſs to a certain young Lady whom the Author hag 
offended. | 
1 
ONSCIOUS that I've much offended, 

Faults confeſs d are half amended ; 
Thus repentant let the Muſe, | 
Former youthful Flights excuſe, 

i 
Groſs Preſumption, I confeſs, 
For it can be deem'd no leſs, 
When a Wren's aſpiring Flight 
Strives to gain the Eagle's Hight. 

III. 

Thus like 1 of old, 
(Story that is Thread bare told) 
I've preſum'd to mount above, 


8 a 
| —ę 


Prompted by ambitious Love. 

IV: 
Grant your Pardon, never more 
Will I diſreſpectful ſoar ; | 
Time, that faithful, beſt Adviſer, 
Flas, I hope, inform'd me i, 


Semper 
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Semper Auarus Eget. 
I. 
RIES Gripus, gloating on his Pelf, 
O! what a noble Paſſhon! 
Since Love of Gain increaſes more, 
The more we get Poſſeſſion. 
; IL 
Thus M., thinks; — ſuch dirty Souls © 
Are never worth our heeding ; | 
Then fare you well, we give you Joy 
Of this your conſtant Breeding. 


Sp chen Gp hehe. G. nch . SS 


The WO R L D Diſplayd: 
Addreſs'd to a certain Bz1sToL CoLoxneL of the Yellow. 


ms lately, mum for where, 
' Baſking in an Elbow-Chair, 

Gloating on a painted Piece,* 
Which ſurpaſs'd the Works of Greece; 
In his own conceited Whim, 
For Caprice is right with him) 

| Thus 
* A great Lover of ill chaſe Piftuxes 


1 


Thus, but not in ſervile Phraſe, 
I abhor vile cringing Ways; 
„ Sir, I mean to publiſh ſoon, * 
And I come to aſk a Boon, 
Let me but enrol your Name, 
In my Liſt, "twill ſwell my Fame. — 
Gripus ſtar'd, with ſtupid Eyes, 
Teſtifying blank Surprize, 
Low'ring like a wint'ry Sky ; 
(O! that Hoc Anrπ had been by!) 
* What's your Plan ? Poetic Stuff ! 
The World is clogg d—we've had enough.” 
Some Months ago he lik'd my Lines, FOE 
When gratis he perus'd the Rhimes ; 7 
How alter'd are the preſent Times 5 
Well, let it paſs—this churliſh Elf, 
Has my free Leave to keep his Pelf; 
I'll give no farther Soul Alarms, 
For who wou'd rouſe a Man of Arms? 


e 


* By Subſcription. 
+. The Snarlers and Impartialiſt. 


4 
* 
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To THOMAS MATHEWS, Eſq, 


Of Landaff, upon his Birth and Wedding-Day. 

. I. 

USE propitiouſly attend, 

Hail the Birth-Day of a Friend; 

Add an interwoven Lay, 
To his Hymenzal Day 
| II, 
Happy, happy youthful Pair ! 
Hail to ſweet LzanpeR's Fair 
What a charming graceful Mein, 
Hail Diaxa! “ lovely Queen 

; III. 
Fraught with ev'ry Heart- felt Joy, [ 
Nota Moment's blank Alloy ; 
May a Train of whiteſt Days, 
Crown, with Happineſs and Praiſe. 

IV. 

Siſter Ax NA claims my Note, 
Brother's Likeneſs I muſt quote 4 
Grant ſhe ſhares a Siſter's Fate, 
Bleſs d like her in married State, 
| | Addrefs'd 


* Mrs, Maturws's Chriſtian Name, 
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Addreſsd to Mrs. MATHEWS, 
Upon the ſame Occafion. | 
: 3 
A Friendſhip's Call my willing Muſe, 
| Aſſiſis the Heart-ſprung Lay; 
And thus with beſt of Wiſhes hails 
LEanDeR's natal Day! 
55 
Hail to the kind auſpicious Hour, 
That gave your Hero Birth; 
But doubly bleſt that Halcyon Time, 
You ſtamp d his Fate on Earth ! 
e 
Who that beholds Dian a's Face, 
Her very Goddeſs Mein, 
But joins with Homage juſtly due, 
To praiſe his peerleſs Queen? 
IV. 
How wou'd my Tongue, with florid Phraſe, 
Grow wanton in her Charms ; 
But ſoft! LEANDER's happy Fate, 


Has doom'd her to his Arms. 


Long 
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5 
Long may you live in blisful State, - - 
I wiſh it, by my Life; 
And when I marry, grant, ye Gods! 
Juſt ſuch a lovely Wife. 
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An ACROSTIC, addreſſed to 
Miſs 
As mild as April-falling Show'rs, - 
Not a ſingle Look that low'rs ; 
N eat and elegant in Dreſs, 
M any Charms I can't express; 
As Diaxa's lovely Mein, 
T hus a Siſter Goddeſs ſeen.; 
H ow unequal are my Lays, 
E v'ry ſtriking Grace to praiſe ; 
W hat a pow'rful Charm to bind, 
S uch a ſweet, good-natur'd Mind 
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To THOMAS MATHEWS, Eſq. 


gy grateful Remembrance of the the many Obligations con- 
err d upon the Author, "and i in Praiſe of his courtly 
Ho 8 5 


I. 
a Subject for the Day, 
Fav'rite Muſe then come away, 
To Lraxpzx's courtly Seat, 
Where the Graces daily meet ; 
Thither haſte with grateful Lay, 
Pleaſing Subject for the Day. 
| II. 
See, preſiding at her Board, 
With the niceſt Dainties ſtor'd; 
Sweet Diana, Miſtreſs Queen, e 
What a courteous graceful Mein! 5 
Happy, happy youthful Pair, 
Health to ſweet LEANDER's Fair. 
„ a 
Social Pleaſure there abounds. 
Prudent Mirth in ſportive Rounds ; 
See 


* Known by the elegant Diſtinction of “ The Count,” 
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See the laughing Hours paſs, - 

Varied by the Cards and Glaſs ; | 

Social Pleaſure yields Relief, 

Or we die through Weather Grief.* 
IV. 

View LEANDER's choſen Friends, 

(Not through any venal Ends) 

He's a noble gen'rous Heart, 

Scorns a dirty M****x's Part: 

See his worthy friendly Corps, 

EpMoN ves, Joxts, and many more. 
V. 

Muſe enrol with high Eſteem, 

For it is a darling Theme ; 

Hand to public Note a Name, 

Which muſt ſwell thy puny Fame ; 

Tell the World with much Regard, 

The worthy Davis F treats your Bard. 


VI. 
By my Life it joys me more, 
To inliſt in ſuch a Corps; 
Though 
* Remarkably rainy at the Time this was wrote, | 


+ Mr, Jaxss Davis, of Landaff in Wales; a perfect Man of Ross. 


— 


8 
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Though a private Napſack Man, 
(Since the Love of All's our Plan) 
Than to hold a Poſt in State, 
Curs d amongſt our little Great. 
5 vn. 
Heaven ! it is my ardent Pray r, 
With propitious Favour hear ; 
Grant a Train of happy Years, 
(Such as preſent Time appears) 
May in whiteſt Order grace, 
Good Ltanpex's courtly Place. 


An N Lt cC Y, 


Addreſs'd to EDuuxpd 1 Ejq. upon the muchͥ- 
lamented Death f his amiable Lady. 


. 
USE afford thy wonted Aid, 
Come, not ſmiling, fav'rite Maid ; 
Quit, 0 quit thy wanton Sport, 
Well receivid of late at Court. 


Grief 
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i „ 
Grief, the Sorrow-loaded Sigh” * 

Now demands a wat'ry Eye; 

| Muſe in elegiac Strain, 

Sooth the good AmiNTOR Ss Pain. 


III. 
Alas! the cruel fatal 45 
Which MELiORA ſnatch'd away ; 
And left you widow'd to deplore 
The Loſs of ſuch a precious Store. 


| IV. 
Ho mild her Influence!“ how reſin d! 
What dear Perfections of the Mind! 
But even Virtue's Self can't ſave 
Her Vot'ry from an early Grave. 
h W- 2 
To Heav'n's high Will ſubmiſſive bow, 
Such Bleſlings granted here below,, 
Are doom'd to take an early Flight, 
Too rich for longer mortal Sight. 
I | ut, 
* The Author takes the Freedom to quote Mr. T's L 
from a very pretty Compoſition of that Gentleman's, wrote from 
Exeter, (before his Marriage) upon his Abſence from his in- 
tended Lady, whom he ſtiles MzLioga, 


eren 
5 VI. 
1 But, ſoft! a Beam of Hope appears, 


| A young AmixTos, (bleſs his Years !) 
l Is giv'n to calm a Father's Grief, 
| O! may he long afford Relief! 
— VII. 
May coming Time improve your Boy, 


In ev'ry pleaſing Heart-felt Joy; 

1 , May MELIOR a's graceful Air, 
1 Reflected in his Form appear. 

1 VIII. 

| Long may you both continue here, 
To Selves, to ev'ry Heart moſt dear; 
And when remov'd to upper Light, 
Grant Mz110x 4 joys your Sight. 
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E XT E M PO R E 
Upon. the Death of a moſt amiable young Lady, at. 
Bzrrisror Hor-WELL. 
O H ! thou fell Tyrant, who's deſtructive Sway, 
And law lefs Rule, all Mortals muſt obey ; 


Pere Pity, on my Life, fo ſweet a Fair, 


To Parent, Siſters, and Acquaintance dear : 
EEE Poſſeſsꝰ d 
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Poſſeſs d of Charms might fire a Hermit's Soul, 
Calm Rage itſelf, the frantic Mind controul ; 
Duteous in Conduct, and with mental Grace 
Enrich'd, as nobly as with Heav'nly Face; 
That ſuch a Fair, in Life's ſweet blooming Flow'r, 
Shou'd fall a Victim to thy ruthleſs Pow'r, 
Who but muſt grieve ? muſt ſhare a Parent's Moan ? 


And feel her Pangs, as if they were our own ? 
40% -K S. NK Sf Sb SKSKS&S& 


Addrefi'd to Meſſrs. R-----y, H- -s, and M -N, 
upon reading Mr, PiERCE's Narrative concerning his 
ale intented Styptic Medicines. 


HAME to ſuch vile, detrating Elves ! 
What! Merit centers in themſelves p 

O] yes; no Doubt you'll find it true, 
If Pixrce's Story you review; 
Peruſe his honeſt artleſs Page, 
In proper Colours ſee the Age ; 
This Spleen- ſtruck World of envious Souls, 
Whom canker'd Intereſt controuls; 


Oblerve how patient Merit bears 
The Pride of Office ;—down my Tears, 


1 '2 - GG 
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Or I ſhall, Female-like, bewail, 
Reading this worthy Artiſt's Tale. | 
Gods! what Abuſe ! And ſhall Mankind, 
Becauſe a ſelf/h few are blind. 
Want his approv'd, this noble Art ? 
Shame to Venality of Heart ! | 
No, fear it not, my honeſt Rhimes, 


(Nor am I vain) to coming Times, 
Shall with a PIERCE's Worth unite, 
And hand Deſert” to public Sight. 
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A POETECEPISTLE, 
Addreſs'd to & Friend in WALEs, wrote at Bari. 


ESOLV'D, at all Events, to quit 

The Clamour of a Town Cock-pit, 
Here I arriv'd laſt Tueſday Night, | 
Juſt in the Nick of Wrong—or Right; 
We ve ſtrange Commotions in this State, 
Wars, horrid Wars, mongſt little Great; 
A lawleſs Band of Rioteers, 

Have ſet the Circle by the Ears, | 


MESCELLAWEELS it, 


On fell Deſign, or more or leſs, 

(Which they've avow'd from thund'ring Preſs) 
Than to depoſe from regal State, 

King Derrick, with their baneful Hate. 

I'm neutral yet—not that I fear, 

I'd ſpeak my Mind tho H— was here: 

And yet I ſay with Jack—Avaſt, 

They ſtumble oft who run too faſt ; 


Shou'd I reſolve, I'll put in Steep, 
Theſe Rioteers, in Pickle deep, i 


Doubt not the Winter through they'll keep: 
That I've the Art to cure well, 


Let Scoundrells P-----T, B-----L tell. 

The urgent Poſt here ſtops my Lay, 
Or I ſhou'd ſcribble out the Day ; 
Farewell—preſent my belt Reſpetts, 
And candidly excuſe Defetts. 


+4+$4++$$445$6++$$94+544+4+4+4+44 
The BATH SQUABBLE. A Song. 


| I. | 
WW? AT a factious Debate 
Has ariſen of late, 
Uſurpation I ſear is on float; 


I 2 But 
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But Courage, my Friends, 
They'll not gain their Ends, 


King DERRICK will ſtill find Support, 


Brave Boys, 


King Derrick will ſtill find Support. 


II. 
Let A***, and 8 
Rave, bully, and ſcowl, 
Regard not their bluſt ring Noiſe ; 
Prophetic I tell, 
The more Stir the worſe Smell, 


Then Courage my DERRICAN Boys ; 


Brave Boys, 


. Then Courage my DERRICAN Boys. 


Io 
Low Cunning, Deceit, 
Our Senſes ſhan't cheat, 


. Their ſelfiſh Deſigns are well 3 ; 


Innovations won't do, 


Time after will rue. 
If ſcurvily now we lay down, 


Brave Boy: 8. 


If ſcurvily now we lay down. 
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IV. 
Let the Seaſon advance, 
We'll lead them a Dance, 
Shall caper them out of their Schemes; 
November ſhall prove, 
Our Monarch we love, 
Then a Fig for chimerical Dreams, 
Brave Boys, 


Then a Fig for chimerical Dreams. 
Sec Hei- C. G. S. G G. Gp 


' A POETIC EPISTLE, 


Addreſ d to ſome Ladies of the Author's Acguaintancce in 
Town, incloſing the preceeding Song. 


EAST you ſhould think I mean to ſlight, 
I've ſeiz d my Quill thus ſoon to write: 

I fled from Town t avoid the Times, 
Leail they ſhou'd plunge me into Rhimes ; 
Lo! the Effects—why, Ladies, here, 
Still more provoking they appear, 
Already I've engag'd—a Proof; 
I tell you nothing but ſtrict Truth; 


Mark 
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Mark the inclos'd—What cou d. lay ? 
A Monarch's Cauſe demands a Lay : f 
King DrRRICK's Dignity to fave, 

His tott'ring Power from the Grave, 
Provok'd me on ; his Title's good, 

Or neuter wou'd your Scribbler food ; 
But to illuſtrate this Diſpute, 

And tell you whence it firſt took Root— 
Dexzics, by Suff rage of the Great, 
Obtain'd the Rule of this gay State; 
Nor can I learn—he's much offended, 
_ Faults we have all—his not intended; 
Sometimes, by even thoſe in Rule, 
Tis pleaſant deem'd to play the Fool; 
And yet a Band of upſtart Souls, | 
Whom Thirſt of Intereſt controuls, 
Have clan'd themſelves into a Crew, 

A Sage. Committee —wiſe, as true; 
A*, and Senf the Rebels head, 
With Hearts of Stone, and Sculls of Lead : 
I think I've put em into Steep ; ; 

But leaſt they ſhould not rightly _ 
Lis ten to one but very ſoon. 


rate 'em to this very Tune. 


Here 


MISC ELLANIES. 125 
Here break we off. With much Regard, 
I reſt your moſt reſpectful Bard. 


+$++++$$050+5++5554044$444 
An EXTEMPORE ACROSTIC, 


Addreſs d to Mrs. EnmoxnDes, upon her little Daughter, 
Miß is 

M irth, Good-nature, ſprightly Eaſe, 
As much as tender Years can pleaſe ; 
R eaſon's early Dawn difplay'd, 

I n your little fav'rite Maid; | 

A nd I wiſh in honeſt Rhime, 

E v'ry graceful Charm with Time; 

D uty's Call in ev'ry Stage, 

M ay your little Fair engage ; 

O f Perfections grant tlie Mind, 

N or can ought ſo ſurely bind; 

D ear to all, her Parents moſt, 

E v'ry Year a Grace to boaſt, | 
S uch I wiſh my little Toaſt, 


1 Ex TEM. 


Weser LIAN IR. 
EXT EM YO RF 


Upon Rich ARD TuRBZERVIILE, Efquire's offering his 
Services to the County of Glamorgan in Wales. 


W HEN grols Venality, with bare-fac'd State, 
Lords it amongſt our Honour-graſping Great ; 
When Actions which wou'd ſtigmatize a Turk, 
And make him curſe his own baſe Canvas-Work > 
Who but muſt honour, much approve that Man, 
Directed by a far more worthy Plan ? 


That gen'rous Soul, who with an honeſt Heart, 


In theſe corrupted Times, avows a Part, 
So nobly great, a Caro well might claim, 
> {For Love of Country is a God-like Aim) 
Then ſhow your Love, accept his profer'd Care, 
Rell on his honeſt Zeal, you've nought to fear ; 
Join One and All to give his Merits due, 
The more you favour Him, the ſafer You. 


2 


Far Y 
Wh 


|» EX TEM- 
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E XT EM POR E 
Upon ſeeing Miſs READ, at Br, in the Charatter of 


RosALinD, in As you like it. 
F Elegance and ſprightly Eaſe 
Are Requiſites to charm and pleaſe, 

Rx ap muſt attract our firſt Eſteem, 
In Roſalind, obſerve her Mein ;— , 
The very Cuckoo's Note I hear, | 
To married Dupes a Word of Fear, | 
How galling to the Hen-peck'd Ear! 
In ev'ry Sentence, ev'ry Deed, 
How charming is this Ganymede ! 
Envy muſt own thy wond'rous Merit, 


And grow enamour'd with ſuch Spirit, 
FFP 


A POETIC EPISTLE, » 
Addrejs'd to a Lady at the Hor-WzIr, BarsroL, 


wrote in WALES. 
DaRDON, Madam, this Intruſion, 
But of Rhime I've ſuch Profuſion, 
Write I muſt, in my own Way,— 
Why to Me ?—I hear you fay : 
| Troth, 
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Troth, becauſe at friendly Board 

You regal d me like a Lord; 

And your Treatment ſo polite, 

Grateful thus my Muſe will write : 

Ever ſince I landed here, | 

Scarce a ſingle Hour fair; 

Rain and Wind without Ceſſation ; 

If a Moment's calm Vecation, 

Quick a gloomy wint'ry Sky, 

Hovers with malignant Eye, 

Strait enſues a beating Rain, 

(Noah's Flood renew'd again) 

Nothing but a Houſe Employ ; 

Hunting, Shooting, manly Joy ! 

Both forbid - to active Mind, 

Galling thus to be confin'd ; 

Indeed (as at the preſent Time) 

I ſteal away to fav'rite Rhime ; 

Deareſt Muſe ! thou beſt Support, 

To viſit thee I quit a CouRxr.— 

I know you wiſh my Clio's Fame; 

A Proof I'm honour'd with your Name; 

My Liſt ſwells nobly ; good Report; 

Nay, further, owing to the Cour. 
| | on 
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On Tueſday next (pleaſe Heay'n) I mean, 
To quit this friendly, —wat'ry Scene, 

And, as you pre-advis'd, ſuppoſe 

I take at WELL a reſling Doſe ; 

After the Perils of the Sea, 

So ſnug a Birth muſt well agree ; 


And eke your little Grotto-Cot : 


O ! how I love your Garden Spot, | 
Our ſweet Review can't be forgot. 


But ſoft ! the Poſt is going out, 

Per- force I quit my angling Rout ; 
Then fare you well—with much Eſteem, 
I greet our Friends at Hot-Well Scene. 


A POETIC EPISTLE, 
Addreſs'd to T. Marnzws, EH. of Landaff, who had 
promis d the Author an introduffory Letter to Mr. 

FoorTE. {3s 


5 1 Subject for the Day, 
4s in ſleepleſs Bed I lay, 
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W Jog Leanpex's friendly Mind, 
Touching Promiſe left behind. 

Thus my Muſe I muſt obey, 

For her Commands brook no Delay. 
Maſter Foor, that Prince of Wags, 
Poſting with his own Dun Nags, 

Barn has left ſome Time ago, 

{And indeed you hinted ſo) 

Shortly I deſign for Town, 

But ſhall ſoon again come down; 
Send me then your promis'd Letter, 
To gain the Ear of this Face-Setter ; 
He will help my Canvas more, Aha 
Than Dukes or Lords, a very Score— 
Already you have ſhown Regard, _ 
And much avail'd your grateful Bard ; 
Add this Fayour, I'm contented, . 
Truſt me it ſhan't be repented. 

An Accident I've got to tell, 
Which happen d late at Briſtol Well; 

Lady F----- has loſt a Daughter, 
Who was there to drink the Water; 

1 arriv'd that very Night, 

Juſt as Breath was taking Fhght ; 
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By Peep of Day, What, ho! my Quill,” 
For my Muſe wou'd not lay ſtill; © + 
Strait in Elegiac Strain, 

I addrefs'd the Mother's Pain; 

'T was well receiv'd—there's good Report, 
For ſhe has Weight at Royal Court. 


Wo arewell—preſent my beſt Reſpects, | 
And candidly excuſe Defetts. 


 $$00000000-00600000000 


EXTEMPORE 
Upon a certain charitable Drvine, who, upon a" pious 
Pretence of enlarging his Church, rooted up the Dead 

in order to effeft this ſalutary Purpoſe. 


i 
Y living Means, moſt griping Elves, 
Scrape precious Pelf to Cheſt ; 


But this Divine more ſubtle grown, 


Won't let the Dead take Reſt. 
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| 3 
Mount but to C—ft—r's tow ring Hill, 
My weeping Friends, behold, 
The pious TevVe brings to Light 
Your Dead—for Thirſt of Gold. 


r The above Hint proving inſufficient to diſſuade this 

avaricious Elf from proceeding in has Scheme, the fol- 
| lowing more explicit Denunciation was torote againft 
tum. 


SS new-invented PL A N 


To 5 Money with the Dead. 
J. 
IS no uncommon Thing, we know. 
A To move the Living-Race ; 
But by an Art, divinely rare! 
The Dead muſt now give Place. 
4 
Right Maſter Tien, root em up 
One Hole will well ſuffice; 


What ! fingle Graves foi mould'ring Clay! 
Parſons are now Ground. wiſe. 
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III. 

We want more Room, the Church's too ſmall— 
This our Whiſler's Plea ; 

But entre nods his dirty Soul, 
Graſps at ſreſh Burial Fee. * 


IV. 
Shame to ſuch ſacrilegious Acts 
What! roule the fleeping Duſt ?— 
Conſider, T. In, Time wings on, 
Return to Duſt You muſt. 
V. 
Then aſk yourſelf, how it would grate 
Such After-Treatment given? 
Replace your Dead, or much I fear 
You'll miſs the Way to Heav'n. 
1 
Your mumping Quality F I know: 
What ! beg of all who come ; 
Fie!—bluſh Content we'll down, no more 
So keep your Lift at Home. | 
K F e . 
4 8 ſtrange to relate, the Author has been credibly in- 
form'd of this Worthy's charging for Re- hurial. 
+ Upon any freſh Reſort to the Hot-Well, Briſtol, a Book is 


difoatch'd by this Gripus to aſk a Contribution for ſome extra 
Prayers at his Church, 
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A POETIC EPISTLE, 


From Bath, to Dr. WyxsTOK, who (under Providence) 
recover d the Author from @ moſt deplorable Nervous 
Complaint. 
HO' remov'd full many a Mile, 
Still my Muſe, with grateful Smile, 

Greets, with moſt reſpetiful Heart, 
My worthy Wxxsrox's ſkilful Art. 
Under Heav'n, to you I owe 
All the healthful Joys which flow; 
And when I forget your Care, 
Strait forſake me vial Air. 
Gratitude, thou noble Chain 


| Keep me ever in thy Train; 

That I live, nay beam again, 

A certain Proof—my teaming Vein; 
Ev'ry Day I broach A Mine; 

If I ſpeak a ſingle Line, 

Inſtant in a rhyming Stile, 

Another ſteals with pleaſing Wile. 
That I advance a ſerious Truth, 


Mark the inclos'd, a printed Proof ;* 
5 Propoſals, 


* Propoſals for this Work, 
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£ Propoſals,” or my Bill of Fare, 
Truſt me you will not find it dear : 
Foul, Fiſh, and Fleſh, ſuch dainty Food, 
By Engliſhmen can't be withſtood : 
A Dutchman too, I hope, may eat ; 
In fine I bid you to the Treat ; 
The Coſt is mod'rate, you find, 
But Half a Crown—and one behind. 25 
To your great Friendſhip and Regard, 
I truſt the Cauſe of Muſhroom Bard. 
In a few Days, (pleaſe Heav'n!) I mean, 
_ To move for Town, your noiſy Scene ; 
In private Book I'll ſet you down, 
And many more, I truſt, in Town: 
To HicncarT Friends my beſt Reſpects . 
With friendly Candour view DefeQs. 


135 


. 


A POETIC EPISTLE, 


Sent to à neglefiful Friend from Barn. 
LF 7 HAT ! forfake without a Cauſe? 
Y Y Outrage this to Friendſhip's Laws; 
Give me but to know the Reaſon, 


Neither high or petty Treaſon, Have 


* 
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Have I ſchem'd gainſt you or State— 
Why incur your Slight, or Hate ? 

| Wherefore to Siberia ſent? 

How deferv'd this Baniſhment ? 

Ever ſince September laſt, 

Not a ſingle Line has paſt ; 9 

If to BAR ERS“ you'd addreſs d me, 

Friendly Letter had not miſs d me; 

For an Agent I've in Town, 

Viho remits my Packets down : 

Full fix Weeks I've {ojourn'd here, 

Scribbling daily, foul or fair: 

Into Wales too I've been rambling, 

Carpiry Bounds once mere perambling ; 

But bove all, a Piece of News, 

| (Fuel ſhortly for Reviews) 

Tue engag d to bring to Light, 

A bold Oftave, for public Sight : | 

In ſecond Month of coming Year, 

(If Heav'n ſo grant my Health to ſpare) 

I deign to give it Birth ; - | 

A motley Tome as e er on Earth. 
N - Subſcription | 


* A Coffee-Houſe in Town, 
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Subſcription is my preſent Mode ; 

And here I prini—of London Road, 

| I've got a Surfeit—cheating Elves! 
Exciſe my Brain, to fat themſelves ! 
From Wales I've many a worthy Name, 
And your's I'll add to ſwell my Fame; 
Buſtle amongft your Country Friends, 
Truſt me 'twill anſwer all their Ends; 
Nor can the Rate be thought too dear, 
When Fiſh and Fleſh, and all that's rare, 
Is ſmoking ſet upon the Board, 

Might tempt the Stomach of a Lord : 
But what's the Shot )—1 hear you cry ; 
Firſt, Half-a-Crown ; and (by the bye) 
Another when the Fare's on Table, 


Then fall to,—Knife and Fork moſt able. 


Next Week I purpole taking Flight, 
A London Rout, that goodly Sight! 
But as I ride my own dear Lad, 
(Late bought in Wales) I mean my Nag; 


I ſhall with gentle Pace proceed, 
Tho truſt me he's of racing Speed: 
* 


137 


You 
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| You muſt remember Larth * in June, 
At Cardiff ſtarting, (out of Tune, 

I muſt confeſs) and yet with Mx, 

He's all I wiſh a Horſe ſhould be, 

Eaſy, genteel, and ſprightly free. 

To give him Proof of my Eſteem, 

I've dub d him Cxuzcniii—glorious Theme! 
Twou d do you good to ſee him prance, 
I'm ſure he muſt been taught in France ; 
But when I preſs his conſcious Back, 
And hold Diſcourſe in wanton Clack, 
He pricks his Ears, looks nobly great, 


Informs me with a CHurcuiti's Heat. 


In Courſe of next enſuing Week, 
My Crondal + Friend at Home I'll ſeek : 
Then ſay not like a Thief by Night, 
came to chill you with Affright; 
Expect me rapping at your Door— 


Now fare you well, at prel. no more, 


The 


* The Author's Horſe was call'd by this Name when he run at 
Cardiff in H ales. 


+ In Surry, 
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The Grateful TRIBUTE; 


Addreſsd to Mr. WILLIAM JACKSON, 
of Eketer, upon hearing the LY ID AS of MiLToxN 
ferform'd (under his Direttion, and the Muſic of his 

| own compoſing) at GV DES Room in Bath, Thurſ- 
day, Nov. 26, 1767, (wrote the fame Night.) 


HAT! though unknown, my grateful Muſe, 
Diſdaining mean puntlilio Views, 
Thus early, and thus warmly too, 
Hails Haxpe.'s Fire reviv'd in Lou. 
JacxsoN, go on; Peace to your Fears! 
No more addreſs baſe Roaft-Beef Ears; * 
Too nobly great for ſing-ſong Days, 
Thy Genius foars 'bove vulgar Praiſe. 
Gods! with what Pleaſure, what Delight, 
I view'd the Circle, paſſing bright ; 
What Soul-ſprung Extacy of Joy 
Spoke in each Face—no black Alloy ; 
"I'was Rapture all! Strains fo divine, 
A nervous Soul in ev'ry Line.” 
Nor muſt unnotic'd paſs along 
The LixLEv's ſweetly pleaſing Throng : 
h Hark ! 


® This Piece was but indiſſerently receiv'd at Covent-Garden. 
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Hark how the little Pix ros * Notes 
Regale the Ear; how pleafing floats 
Her Melody of Voice ;—fuch Eaſe, 
Suck Elegance of Art mult pleaſe: 

Gexrpixi's thrilling Sounds I hear; 
The Brother's Solo charms the Ear; 
The Father, I too—his noble Strain, 

iy Mule enrolls in Liſt of Fame. 


hte bt -. K.- -F. -. oth oth te Ar af. h tothe he 


Upon a certain conſcientious Undertaker, who, in order 
to promote his own Buſineſs, ſent an anonymous Letter to 
4 Gentleman, who had employ'd one of the fame Trade, 
_ rnfinuating the Impoſultions that Gentleman mu! expect 
from an honeſt Man; at the fame Time modeſily point - 
ing out - (by an under-rated Catalogue inclos d in thus 
Letter) his own pretended Mode of Charge upon ſuch 
Occafions. 
. 
W 7 HO but mult praiſe fuch toneft Truth, 
* Such Purity of Heart ; 
Lou take the nobleft Means to raiſe 


Your Credit and your Art. 
| Detract 


a Mr. LixI Ex- 


Mis Lis IE. Mater LI III. 
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II. 
Detract againſt your Brother Trade, 
To Wealth's the ſureſt Road; 
Let others plod in beaten Track, 


You've found a readier Mode. 
i III. 
Go on, and proſper - (if you can) 
Such dirty Acts beſpeak 
The fouleſt Aim, and well may raiſe 
The Colour in your Cheek. 


IV. 
For Shame! adopt a ſingle Grain 


Ol Charity, at leaſt; 

Or you'll be deem'd a Glutton Elf, 

At your own ſnarling Feaſt. 
Vs 

Take heed—apply this wholeſome Hint : 
Reform—indeed you'd belt ; 

Your Name is known—T'll hang you up, 
A Terror to the reſt ! | 

| vI. 

You're young in Trade, this mod rate Laſh 

At preſent ſhall ſuffice; 


Provoke no more ſatyric Truth 


Be honeſt” —if you're wile. 


nere Annes 


Upon a young Woman, who, from her very ſtrong Likeneſs 
to a Jeu Appearance, about the Eyes, the Author gave 
the Name YO 0 "DI s Eye.” 


A S ON G. 


I. 
| Feng ſprightly Looks and bonny Mein, 


Of all the Girls that e' er I've ſeen, 
In Town or Country's faireſt Scene, 
here's none like fav'rite 7ew's Eye. 
| — 
Such dimpl'd Smiles, and lively Air, 
To her what other can compare ? 
She's ev'ry Thing that's ſweet and rare, 
My charming fav" rite 7ew's Eye. 
„„ 
Her jetty Locks, with tempting Grace, 
In careleſs Ringlets ſhade her Face, 
To her all other Girls give Place, 
My lovely fav'rite Jew's Eye. 
2 Iv. 
Her Killes how ambroſial ſweet, 
For Gods emſelves the higheſt Treat; 
What Extacy whene'er we meet, 
My dear engaging 7ew's Eye. 
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V. 
Ye Pow'rs preſiding o'er the Fate 
Of Lovers, and the wedded State, 
Grant her your very beſt of Mate, 
My all-deſerving Jew's-Eye. 
VL. 
May Length of Life, and happy Days, 
Protect her long with deathleſs Praiſe, 
And very late to your bright Blaze, 
Tranſlate my fav'rite Few's Eye. 


An E IS 
To a Friend, who was pleaſed to approve of the Author”s 


SNARLERS and IMPARTIALIST. 


XCUSE me, tis my preſent Vein, 
To amble in poetic Strain; 
The ſame to me, at any Time, 
Whether I ſcribble Proſe or Rhime; 
Blunders in both you're ſure to meet, | 
And therefore thus I chooſe to greet. — 
Thanks for your Favour ;—I muſt own, 
I'm pleas d my heflic Proſe goes down ; 
It 


arenen 


It glads a Stripling's Heart to find, 

Theſe ſnarling Times, one candid Mind, 
Who with a partial, friendly Eye, 
Surveys his firſt Attempts to fly: 

And not like lurking, fell Reviews, 

Who thunder out upon his Muſe, 

And think at once to ſtrike her Mute, 
Becauſe ſhe dares their Taſte difpute ;— 
Nor cares to ſacrifice her Right, 
But thinks and acts from Reaſon's Light; 
To {well theſe felf-6lown Bubbles, more 

If poſſible, than heretofore. 

Far otherwiſe, on Candour's Plan, 

You judge moſt like an Engliſhman ; 
And think with me, that Lords of Lawn, 
Richly deſerve the Laſh—our Scorn ; 
And that * Be-creſted Villains” * ought, _ 
(Thanks for this happy, galling Thought) 
To be expos d to public View, 

Label'd Hic niger, —Cave Tu: 

"Tis Subject for a beiter Pen, 


Jo ſtigmatize theſe flagrant Men, 


I muſt 


* Coronet, 
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I muſt confeſs; and yet I'll ſtrive 
To keep their Conſciences alive: 
Without an honeſt, wholeſome Laſh, 
Lords would become ſuch ſhameful Trafh, 
Scarce to be known from vulgar Kind ; | 
And ſo degenerate in Mind 
But with a little friendly Hint, 
Apply'd, repeated thus in Print, 
May Act as worthy as they ought, 
With ev'ry ſocial Virtue fraught : 
I truſt they will for proper Rhimes | 
Will mend the very worlt of Times. 
You know my Plan, allow it good— _. 


Sincerely your's is UNDER wo0D. 


SOOSHSDDDSSSODPDDSDSS 


Preſented to a certam Lady of Quality, upon the Death of 


her eldeſt Daughter. . 
I. 


USE attend, diſrob'd of Smiles, 


Ouit, oh ! quit thy ſportive Wiles; 
'Tis a gloomy, dreary Day, 


Now demands a plaintive Lay. 


Muſe 
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| | a 
Muſe in elegiac Strain, 
Sooth a noble Mother's Pain; 
Lend thy philo ſophic Art, 
Calm her Grief - diſtracted Heart. 
: : III. 
Pre-ordain'd at very Birth, 
To ſojourn but a Time on Earth ; 
Some, are giv'n Length of Date, 
Others, ſnatch'd by early Fate, 
| IV: 
To Heav'n's high Will ſubmiſſive bend, 
To Soub reſign d a coriftant Friend ; 
"Tis ours to bear Afflictions Rod 
A Murmur, is Offence to Go 
p | V. 
Reſt,” thou afflicted Matron, reſt, 
Truſt me, whatever is © Is zzsT ;” 
A duteous Daughter you deplore, 
Thank Heav'n you till poſſeſs a Store. 
| VI. 
And, lo! a noble Son appears, 
Full fraught with Worth in early Years ; 
May a long Train of happy Days 
Protect his Life, advance his Praiſe, 


Preſented | 
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Preſented to two Ladies (Siſters of the Deceas d) accompa- 
med with the Author's Propoſals for printing this Work. 
OT a Patron to befriend, _ 
_ Wou'd you Ladies, condelcend, 
But to take the leaſt Regard . 
Of th' impartial ſcribbling Bard; 
How my grateful Heart wou d glow, 
If ſuch Honour you'd beſtow ! 
IL. 


Deign to favour with your Care, 


Propoſals, or my Bill of Fare; 
If you hint it to your Friends, 

It may anſwer gen'rous Ends; 
Truſt me, Ladies, I'd not fue 
To any but ſuch Fair as You. 

3: III. 
Grief employs the preſent Time, 
And in ſympathetic Rhyme, 

I lament your Siſter's Fate, 
The common Lot of Poor and Great: 
Bear it then with equal Mind, 
Gop is ever juſt and kind. 
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dd © IV. | 

Your Lady-Mother will excuſe 

The Freedom of my honeſt Muſe ; 

She cou'd not, for her Life, forbear, | 

To join a ſympathetic Tear: 

I hope it won't be deem'd Offence, 

Which I would give on no Pre tence. 


SISSSSSHSSSSSFESSSS SSIS SAS 


Upon ſceing Mr. BARRY and Mrs. DANCER n the 
Charatters Rouxo and of jail 
TT was a Time, (cries Cynic-Elf ) 
When Barry's noble Fire 
FilFd ev'ry Breaſt with Heart-felt Joy, 
With Rapture and Defire. 
| . 
Du now, alas! how ſtrangely chang'd 
Old Age”—T'It hear no more; 
Laſt Night I ſaw our Romeo ſhine 
Fen brighter than before. 


| III. 
His Figure how attractive fine, | 


His Action *bove Compare; 
And not an Equal to be found, 


Ik Daxcsr was not there. 


Hai} 


* 
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M 
Hail to the Juliet of the Age, 
With grateful, beſt Regard; 
Thy Praiſes thus in honeſt Lay, 
From the impartial Bard. 
V. 
Old Drury muſt not, cannot die, | 
Whilſt GARRIcxk's Genius reigns ; 
A Baxxy—lovely Danczs too— 
Forbid Oblivion's Chains. 
an, 
Then ſay not Covent n. 
Deſerve your only Care; = 
Leave Prejudice at Home, you 1 . | 
An equal Pleaſure here: | 
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The Author's Tatroduftory APOLOGY, AUC to 


 Davip Garrick, HH. 


Her Commands I can't refuſe; . 
Months ago this flippant Jade, 
Still I muſt love the buſy Maid) 

I. 


RANT your Pardon—'tis my Muſe, S 
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Urg'd me with ambitious Speech, 
Thus to ſoar above my Reach; 
But of late by Day and Night, 
More and more this Lady Spright 
Spurs me on—Up-rouſe my Bard, 
For me if you profels Regard f 
Pauſe no more, with Haſte repair, 
And court the worthy Garrick's Care: 
Under his protecting Wings, 
(Of more Avail than Pow'r of Kings) 
In give you Flight; his foſt'ring Name. 
For he enjoys the brighteſt Fame, | 
Shall hand you up to public Eyes; 
Then truſt to me—obey, be wiſe. 
If after this you take Offere, 
Which I would give on no Pretence ; 
permit your Scribbler to go free, 

'Tis hay Spright offends—not ME. 


* Stet DESISHHD@D#4S40404 


Pr elented to George Colman, Eſq. 


Y bold, afniring. honeſt Muſe, 
Deſpiſing ceremonious Views) 


Ambitious 
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Ambitious in her Thirſt of Fame, 

And glofying in a CoLman's Name, 
Has urg'd me with intruding Speech, ig; 
To ſoar above my pigmy Reach ; | 
wou d have check d her daring Flight, 
But ſhe, all Fire, by this good Light * ! 
Declar'd ſhe'd leave me to my Fate, | 
And grov'lling I ſhou'd rue my State, 

If I preſum'd to ſtop her Speed: 

She will'd it, and I muſt proceed; 

I dare no more; this her own Lay, 

By ſtern Command, I've pen'd To-day : :- 
Beſeech you to her Faults be blind, 

For as a Man you love Mankind.” * 


181 


. 


Wrote at the Requeſt of A Gentleman upon the Death of his 


Lady, ten Months after their Marriage. 


I. 


NSATIATE Death !—what ! not to ſpare 


So loving, ſo belov'd a Fair ! 


Thus early, in Life's blooming Flow'r, 
Victim to thy ruthleſs Pow'r! 
L 2 


* A Linc out of Mr, Coluax's Terence. 


Cou'd 


is MISCO ELEANIE S. 
| MG 

Cou'd not our Hymenzl Love 
Diſſuade the Deed? thy Pitty move ? 
Alas ! the cruel, fatal Day, = 
Which ſnatch'd my better Half away. 

- ni 
To Me how weary, flat, and ſtale 
Is further Life ! an irkſome Tale ! 
Not Time itſelf can yield Relief . 
Mine is a Soul- ſubſtantial Grief.” 

IV. | 
Thus plaintive mourns the widow'd Lord 
Of fair Eris a—Maſe afford 
Thy friendly Balm; affiſt the Lay! 
Sooth the Diſtraction of that Day. | 
| | V. | 

Take Comfort, thou afflicted Youth, 
Tho' great thy Loſs, (a painful Truth 
Thus Heav'n decrees; ſubmiſſive bow ; 
Its Mandates rule Events below. 


. tes Fetal) 
With equal Mind ſupport your State ; 
The Muſe, with healing Thought elate, 

Foretells an early Comfort near, | 


Again ſhall bleſs a loving Fair. 


The 


MISC E LLANIES. 153 


The SUFFOLK PEDAGOGUE. 


LUTTED with Spoils from laſhing Skill, 
| This Hector, — Bully, - What you will, 
Retir'd from Noiſe, and Scaookboy's Strife, 
Io live at Eaſe with pigmy Wife. 
At Eaſe ? cries Canvou, landing by, 
That cannot be, twixt You and I; 
Though he's of Patagonian Size, 
A very Tow'r to mod' rate Eyes, 
Yet let me tell you, ſhe's a Soul, 
Superior far to his Controul: 
How have I laugh' d at daily School, 
To hear this Hen- peck d Giant - Tool, 
Bully and rave with ſuch an Air, | 
When ſeated in his lordly Chair, | ; 
As chill'd each puny Boy with Fear. 
But when at Home, as mild as Lamb, 
Bleating for Loſs of ſuckling Dam; 
There, like a Dutchman, ſmoaking fit, 
As void of Breeding—as of Wit! 


Buxy's “ a wholeſome, ſnug Retreat, 
mean except the Rrſby-Street) 
IL 5 Twas 
St. Edmund's. 
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"Twas here my Mother (bleſs the Time) 

Produc'd to Light this Babe of Rhyme ; : 

Our native Soil how ſweetly fair, W 
Such kind Attraction in the Air, . 
But this our Engliſh Montpellier. 

No wonder then, that Pedant Elf, 

Who dearly loves his dirty Self, | 

Shou'd here reſide—expell'd the School, — 

We'll ſay reſign'd—to pleaſe the Fool. 

Let other Paſtors mind their Church, | | 
He's more refin'd—for in the Lurch 
In ſpite of worthy Neighbour Burca *) 

My Hargrave's left from Vear to Vear, 
This Rer' rend Hob mail comes not n. near. 


Sweet, humble Bok, —_ this Ki int, 
Or be aſſur'd when next I print,” 
I'll goad your lazy droniſh Sides, 
And tell you further Truths beſides ; 
At preſent, let this Doſe ſuffice ; 

For tho we cannot make you wile, 
Still it may work ſome trifling Good, 
Apply'd by Patron Uxpzxwoop. 
* then 
Redder of Chevington. 


MISC ELLAANIE S. 155 
Upon a certain old Lady, who play d very much at Cards, 
but with little Temper. 


F Form, a Patagonian Size, 
Diſguſtful, een to vulgar Eyes; 

O'er-run with Manners groſs and rude, 
AﬀeCcting—what ?—A worn-out Trude: 
Fie, Lady Dainty, give up play, 

No more at Cards growl Time away ; : 
To Church, inftead of Rooms, repair, 
Confeſs yourſelf in daily Pray x. 
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Adareſs'd to a Lady in Barn, who complimented the Au- 
thor by expreſſing a _ to fee his 7 rite e 


CaHvuRcnirti. 


es 

Ciurcmm, my dear, protecting Friend, 
(His Merit's *bove Compare) 

Thus, by his Herald Maſter greets 


Yourſelf and lovely Fair.“ 


Since 


* Her amiable Da'ightors. 
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| II. 
Since you've expreſs d a noble Zeal, 
To view his grodly Mien, 
To-morrow, at the Hour of Twelve, 
In Court-Yard he'll be ſeen. 
| III. 
Remember that I make no Boaſt 
How plump, or fleekly fine, 
He's honeſt,” likes us paſſing well, 
And conſcious that he's mine. 


DD 


The Grateful TRIBUTE, 
In Praiſe of his Horſe ; wrote the Morning after a very 


narrow Eſcape # rom being robb'd, near Town. 


HANKS, my all-worthy Servant, Friend, 
Twas -indly done—no ſelfiſh End; 

But high Reſpect, and dear Regard, 

For your moſt grateful Maſter-Bard; 

IT was ſlerling Love, that wing' d your Flight, 

Secur'd me in the dang'rous Night, 

When lurking Villain for his Prey, 

Rejoicing in the Cloſe of Day, 

Wau'd, 


MISCELLANIES 45657 
Wou' d, with a Horror- chilling Fear, | 
Thunder'd his Mandate in my Ear; 
And, Ruffian- like, perhaps my Life 
(Too frequent in ſuch lawleſs Strife) 
Had butcher'd—if his Savage Aim, 
Unſated with the Thirſt of Gain! 

But thou, with Gratitude I pay, 

And thank thee in this early Lay: 

Thy friendly, animated Speed, 

Secur'd me in extremeſt Need.— 
CnvucnilL, all hail! thy honeſt Care 
May I ne'er want, when Danger's near: 
This kind Exploit ſhall trump thy. Fame; 
And I, enamour'd with thy Name, 

Will during Life, with grateful Joy, 


Protect, eſteem my truſty Boy. 
r 


The NOBLE WA 18s 


HO wou'd live a ſingle State, 
If enſur d of fuck a Mate? 
What a graceful Form appears; 


Say not RR 1p is in Years. 
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See the Bantling on her Knee, 
Proof enough how youthful She; 
So good-nacur d, eafy, free. 
No Suſpicions of the Mind 
Taint this Phoenix of her Kind. 
If a Scribbler ſhou'd come in, 
Spruce in Garb, and ſtrait of Limb, 
With a kind. engaging Air, 
Quick invites to friendly Chair; 
Harbours no ſuſpicqus Thought, 

Or arraigns his coming nought.— 
To compleat this Houſe of [oy, 
(Sterling all without Alloy) 
Add the courteous, fweet Sig Tosy ; 
Here to live how happy you'd be : 
So genteel in Figure, Manner, 

Under his improving Banner, 

Liſt ye raw, unpoliſh'd Lads, 

Beſt of Huſbands, beſt of Dads ; 
Then he's ſuch a joyous Soul, 

Not becauſe he loves the Bowl, 

Ale and Porter's better Liquor ; 


Some, indeed, it clouds che thicker ; ' 


MISC ELLANIES. 1389 


But to him, tis quick'ning bright, 
Moulds him cleaver and polite. 

Tell me, Cynic, if you can, 
Such a Woman ? ſuch a Man? 


00000000 0<<eoeOSS 


The WHISTLING GIRL: 


Occafion'd by hearing a Servant Maid at the CRO. 
Ixx, Reading, amuſe herſelf in | this Manner —_ - 
at her Work. 


A $ 0 N 
YOME hither, Girls, and liſt to me, 
A new Receipt, without a Fee, 
To make Old Time pals on with Glee, 
And mock your daily Labour, 
II. 
No matter if you're forc'd to work, 7g 
By Miſtreſs, cruel as a Turk, 
Take my Example, in a Jerk, 


You'll ſoon forget your Hardſhips. 


Leave 
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III. 

Leave humming Tunes, twill never do, 
And ſo I've told both Bet and Sue; 
But learn to put your Mouths a- ſcrew, 

Believe me this will anſwer, 
| = 
To whiſtle out a pleaſant Catch, 
My own Invention ! charming Hatch ! 
There's nothing truly that can match, 
Or give the Mind ſuch Pleaſure 
; v. 
Let Lady Folks ſay what they will, 
I learnt it of our Hoſtler Vi, 
Who vows twill make a Horſe ſtand ſtill, 
If e er ſo rude or reſtiff. 
WEI - 
Ye Girls who wiſh to paſs away, 
With Eaſe, the Labour of the Day, 
Apply my Seheme without Delay, 
'Tis Whiſtling beſt will anſwer. 


5 a 
* , 
® 7 


Ile 
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The Author takes his Leave of a Lady in Town, who very 
obligingly permitted the Correction of his laſt Poem upon 
Lizenry (whilſt in the Preſs) at her Houſe, 
| I. 
[NEAREST Lady, much indebted 
To your friendly Houſe I ſtand; 
For your Kindneſs and Protection, 
Has been long at my Command. 
II. 
Thus with Gratitude I thank you, 
For your kind Indulgence paſt ; 
And retreat with Heart contented ; _ 
Grant the Bleſſing ever laſt ! 
5 III. 
May the Time to come be happy, 
Fraught with ev'ry ſocial Joy ; 
Health and Pleaſure long united, 
In your Lord, and fav'rite Boy. * 
„IV. 
My Reſpects await his coming; f 
Tell him that with friendly Care, 
I've diſcharg d a Guardy's Duty 
To his lovely Wife and Heir. 


* An only Son. | 
Iller Huſband then upon a Journey. 
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V. 
Let him know the Rout I've taken ; 
| | Barn, eber long, contains your Bard ; 
There command his early greeting, 
If he withes our Regard. 
— 
Now farewell—my Cnvrcnity waits me; 
"Tis a Name by which I thrive ; 
Truſt me, Lady, full as potent 


As your Number Foxty-Fivs.* 
J +++ 


EXTEMPORE 
Upon ſeeing Mr. KELLY's moſt excellent Comedy of 
Fals DELicacy, | 
TF to enrich the Mind, the Heart engage, 
And with a noble Picture charm the Age: 
Where Characters ſo worthy to the View, 
They claim our Praiſe, and Imitation too; 
If ſuch is Merit, then with high Regard, 
My honeſt Muſe thus early hails our Bard; 
With grateful Pleaſure, tho in humble Lays, 
Proclaims Deſert” above her ſhallow Praiſe, . 


Lag, # Preſented 
Ihe Number upon their Houſe, 
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| Preſented to a certain NOBLEMAN of much admir d 

: Literary Knowledge. N 

6 mms me, my Lord, nor Birth or Name, 
(But high Reſpect to letter d Fame) 

Has urg'd an Infant Muſe to ſoar 

A dang'rous Height !—not brav'd before: 

Forgive, my Lord, this bold Eſſay, 

'Tis her's—not my aſpiring Lay ; 

A Garrick's, and a Col uxAx's Name, 

Were thus, indulg'd, to grace her Train ; 

But wou'd your Lordſhip condeſcend, 

To rank yourſelf a foſt'ring Friend; 

With Gratitude {fo vaſt the Debt) 

Your ſuppliant Bard cou'd ne'er forget. 


Upon a Lady's complaining of a ſevere Cold, caught at 
Dancing. | 
| I, 
AY, lovely FL AI * what's the Cauſe? 
Thoſe Eyes divinely bright, 
Why thus eclips'd ?—Alas! the Change ! 
The Change ſince Yeſter-night! 


— * — CE ER 


164 
II. 


How oft have I, with friendly Zeal, 2 5 


Moſt anxious for your Life, 


Exclaim d Avert from me, ye Gods! 


Avert a Dancing Wife ! 
1 
Still you wou d brave the Fairy Round, 


Regardleſs of my Voice; 
And with your laughing Siſter mock, 
The Folly of my Choice! 
| DG: 04 Ar 
Tis now too late —like ſhip-wreck'd Souls. 
But juſt eſcapꝰd the Sea, 


They view the Rock which ſplit their Bark, 


And you muſt think on M E, 
V. 


Nor raſhly ſport with Health; 


Lern to eſteem that beſt of Joys, 


Superior far to Wealth ! 
VI, 


| 80 ſhall your Life (which Heav'n defend) 


With Eaſe amd Comfort pals; 


And Age itſelf come ſmiling on, 


Without Reflection's Glas. 
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A PO- 
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A POETIC” „ 


„ 


. to 4 2 in the Cant. 


M* Pocket Tablet, rift true, ; 

The following Charge contain gainſt Ya, — 
Let's ſee how many Months are paſt 
Since I diſpatch'd a Letter laſtꝰ 
Tis juſt nine Moons, nay further yet, 
J find your Anſwer {till in Debt 
What has occafion'd this Delay, 
You better than myſelf can fay ; 


PP 


It reſts with you to give a Reaſon, 
Why this Neglect ?—So long a Seaſon! 
However, for the preſent Date, 
Suffice to tell in jingling Prate, 

How the Complexion of the Times 
At preſent ſtand reſpecting Rhimes: 


Inclos'd you have my Bill of Fare, 

Submitted to your friendly Care; 

If fo it pleaſe you in my Cauſe, 

(Which I entreat by Friendſhip's Laws) 

To give me Vote and Int'reſt too, 

Much you'll oblige the Scribbler U : ® 
M E 
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If not, eſteem me ſtill a Friend, 
I ſcorn a venal ſelfiſh End. — | 


| My beſt Reſpects await your Lord, 
And all his hoſpitable Board. | 


$$$++5+5$50$5$5$$+$$+$44+4+44 
The HAMPSHIRE HUMBUG, 

EWS for your Ear, wy gaping 1 

A Story's got about the Town, 

That Maſter TaeLin late has fold 


H is Carcaſe for a Piece of Gold : 
No ſure, ſays Bumpkin, that can't be; 


But tell, my Friend, what was the Fee? 
Juſt Half a Guinea further ſtill — 


At three Weeks Date, to Dricowetvy's Will, 
He's promis d to reſign his Sell. 
To be diſſeted—fooliſh Elf ! | 

W hat! put in Caſe at Surgeon' $ Hall ? 


O Marcy ! what a timeleſs Fall !— 


Pẽꝓace to your Fears - the Jeſt I ſmoke, 
> Friend TarxIx's all this while in Joke ; 
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Why, Man, he loves his Life too well— 
Go home, and ſound by Crier's Bell, 


That DiowE ED is the laugh'd-at Tool, 
'Tis he that plays the public Fool. 


. ˙ V DEEMENAY: 


An Eſculapian Character. 


| V Vun Self. ſuſfciency and State, 
Abſurd, affected in his Gait; 
O'cr-run with Dignity of Wig, 


A Journey round, ſo monſtrous big ! 
This proud Huſſar, with ſuch a Cloak, 
Had he but Whiſkers, (O! the Joke!) 
Deep ſxill d in military Knowledge, 

That noble School ! —a perfect College! 
And yet his Merit, —ncthing more 
Than knowing two and two makes four. 
From learned Sire, who, (bleſs the Time) 
Roſe from his ſlaught'ring grunting Swine ; 
He, by hereditary Claim, 

Enjoys his Lack of Wit—and Name; 
And is, in fine, without a Fable, 

A ſkilful Blade—moſt wiſe and able. 


M 2. A. 
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„ as 1 Ws ee Fl 
Wrote at the Defire of a Widow Lady, in Anſwer to a 
| Correſpondent's Letter. 


V an Agent, in a Trice, 

This Reply to Miſter R**zs.— 

Having juſt perus'd your Letter, ; 

Thus tis anſwer'd—wiſh twas better | 

Wife, you ſay, is brought-to-Bed, 
Triumph this for lordly head ; 

Give you Joy of this Event; 

But muſt tell you I'm content : 


Once I've ventur'd from the Shore, 
Steer'd by matrimonial Oar; | 
Why again muſt put to Sea? . 
Single, happy, eaſy, free! 
Tell the Truth - you envy MF, 
I'll be cautious ; 'tis a Lott'ry ! 
Still I find you deal in Flatt'ry : 
Had you told your real Mind, 
Praiſes muſt been left behind; 
'Tis a Medley, Life at beſt, 
Good or bad we ſtand the Teſt, } 


Give 
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Give my Compliments, and Joy 
To your Spouſe, on Birth of Boy ; 
If he features but his Dad, 
He's a lovely, chopping Lad: 1 y 
My Reſpetts await on all, 
Who, thro' Friendſtip's ſocial Call, 
Deem me worthy of their Note; 
ALL, I fay, no need to quote. 


Not to kill you with Surprize, 
By alarming Ear, and Eyes, 
Explanation I've inclos d, 11 
Why my anſwer 1 is not pros 'd; 

If you like the Bill of Fare, 
Which is reliſh'd far and near, 
Join your Vote and Int'reſt too, 
Much you'll honour Scribbler U; 
And confer on me Regard, 

By your Friendſhip to my Bard. 


* Propoſals for this Work. 


+ 
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The DANGLER, 


A frequent Charafler. 


Wär an eaſy, happy Life, 


Free from Noiſe and worldly Strife ; 


_ Ev'ry Hour's dear Employ 
Brings a very Life of Joy; 
Vulgar Mortals come not near, 
We're the Guardians of the Fair ; 
Shou'd the Day invite to walk, 
Or at Home, with prattling Talk, 
If the Humour, —ſtrait a Card 
(Proof of Sex's beſt Regard) 

„ BitLLy DANGLE we expect, 
Ever ready, no Neglect; 
He's a ſweet, engaging Soul, 
Subject to our mild Controul. 

To their Order, in a Trice, 
BiLLy, garniſh'd out ſo nice, 


Comes ſubmiſſive, and with Speech 


Too refin'd ſor Me to reach; 


** Begs to know the Ladies Pleaſure, 


He awaits their ev'ry Leiſure ; 


Proud, 
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Such a ſweet, deſpotic Sway, 
Craves the Service of the Day. 
Inſtant he's diſpatch d, to bear 
Greetings to ſome abſent Fair ; 
That ſhe wou'd, with utmoſt Speed, 
(Bir xx feigns fome preſſing Need) 


Proud, moſt ready to obey, | : 


Haſte, and join the Morning's Rout— 
What's their Scheme ? a Gad-a-bout : 
Well—ſuppoſe the Group compleat ; 
Out they trip it into Street : 

Now, Sir, DAxelt's in the Rear, 
Then again, his Gen'rAL FAIR, 


Orders him in Front to move ; 

He obeys, nor envies Jove ; 

Thus the Morning's Sun is ſpent; 

BII I happy Fair content: 

Home they go, with laughing Eyes; ö 
There, without the leaſt Diſguiſe, 
Vow their Spark is vaſtly wiſe. 


; * 
* 


A CHRIST. 
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A CHRISTMAS SONG. 


. | hy | 
HAT tho' the Earth in frozen Chains 
Is bound, and hoary Winter reigns, 
Yet come, my Friends, it ſtill remains, 
We make a merry Chriſtmas. | 

H. | 
Then hie for Dance and prudent Mirth, 
We'll ſoon forget the frozen Earth, 
And warm ourſelves by giving Birth *' 
To Exerciſe and Pleaſure. 


Tx.” 


Thank Heav'n the Year's ſo nearly . 
Enjoy the Time, tis only lent; | 


May many Years bring Heart- Content 
Io all our 2 and eee 


Here, Boy, fill out a EI 
I drink to ev'ry ſprightly Laſs, 
Who will not let the preſent paß, 


But ſeizes fair Occaſion. 


o - * " 
3 8 
* Fg * , 4 L - 


S_ 


The 


\ 
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V. | 

The Liquor likes me paſſing well, 

'Tis Nut-brown Ale, for Taſte and ſmell, 

Which all our home-brew'd Wines excel, 

Believe me, F riends and Neighbours. 

Now fare you well; for preſent Time 

I take my Leave in honeſt Rhime ; 

May ev'ry Bleſſing long combine 

| To viſit Friends and Neighbours. 


EXTEMPORE 
Upon a recent Proof of PaTrIOoTiIc VIRTUE. 
| I. | 
" ET Money,” tis the worldly Mode, 
No Matter for the Means; — 
That's very true, cries honeſt Blunt, 
For fo in troth it ſeems. 


| II. 
Of chis a flagrant damning Proof, 


Aſk but at Newgate—there 
You'll find a conſcientious Group, 
And eke their worthy M---r, 


4 * n 1 
r 


There 


me MISCELLANIES: 


III. 
There let the T-----rs groan in Chains, 
Their Country's Curſe await 'em ; 
And when they're ſuffer' d to depart, 
Jack K---h, : hope, will ſtake 'em. 


$$+0550$0000000000444++5 04+ 
E ron. 
Upon ſecinig two Siſters dancing. 


Wi: a ſweet, engaging Air! 
Show me two ſuch lovely Fair: 


How ſuperior in the Round, 
Not their Equals to be found; 
See the very Graces move; 
Ev'ry Step an ambuſh'd Love. & 
Add to Elegance of Eaſe, . 
That all-pow'rful Charm to pleaſe, | 
Such Perfection of the Mind, 

Sptightly, charming, uncon fin d. 
Hail to all the Siſter Train, | 
Long may Health and Pleaſure reign ; 
Thus with grateful, beſt Regard, 
Greets your moſt reſpectſul Bard. 


WEE © 


An 
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An E I. 5 


Upon the Death of Mr. WILLIAM Wes, (a very inge- 
nious young Gentleman) at the Hot-Well, Briſtol. 
| 1 
TNEATH ! is the common Lot of all, 
The Prince and Peaſant both muſt fall ; 
Not all the Splendor of the Great, 
Can ſhield 'em from this gen'ral Fate. 
II. 
But when ſuch op'ning Virtues fly, 
Too early ſeek their Kindred Sky, 3 
Who but laments ? deplores the Time? | 
As I, in ſympathetic Rhime ; | 
III. 
When ſuch a Youth, efteem'd, belov'd. & 
To Friends moſt dear, by all approv'd, 
Was, in the Prime of Life's ſweet Flow'r, * 
Giv'n up to Death's all- graſping PoW r. 
IV. | 
Well may the Siſter Arts deplore 
Their Loſs of ſuch a precious Store; 
In plaintive Moan, with drooping Head, 
He's gone! they cry, alas! our WEB! 


But 
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But what avail thoſe ſtreaming Eyes ? 
Or all their Sorrow-loaded Sighs ? 
'Tis paſt ! inexorable Doom, 
Has ſent him to an early Tomb! 
© OP 
Submit we then to Heav'n's Decree . 
And grant, whene'er that Time ſhall be, 
That we may leave as white a Name, 


And reap with him immortal Gain. 

Addreſs d to Mis CnarLortTE Bs, upon her pre- 
ſenting the Author with a Sprig of Myrtle. 

M“ my future Days be Rue, 
If this Myrtle Sprig from you, 

Gives me not exalted Joy: 

What's the fineſt Ds axv-bought Toy, 

When compar'd to Nature's Store ? 


But to make the Treaſure more, 
F rom a Fair, divinely ſweet ! 
Where the dimpl'd Graces meet; 
Giv'n with that Goddeſs Air, 
Thanks, my Cirat'Lorrz—lovely Fair! 
25 | A PO- 
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A POETIC'EPTSTLE 
Wrote from London to a Friend in the Country. 


ETURN'D from Barn on Sunday laſt, 

Where I have been theſe two Months paſt 3 

Your Letters reach'd me ſafe—indeed 
Twas well you wrote with prudent Speed ; 
Or in my poignant, probing Rhimes 
I'd pickld you, to after Times; 
My Bow was bent—but now the Yew 
Shall ſooner wound myſelf than You. 
Your Letters like me paſſing well; 8 
In faith I think (you beſt can tell) 
"Twas you, my much-reſpetted Friend, 
In print, with moſt uxorious End, 
Who lately was my Foe, in Print, 
September laſt—come, take the Hint ; 
And frankly own, if ſo it be, 
| That © Modeſt Genius” * beams in TuEI. 
But to your Lines you ſay with Care 
You've read my Hedtics, I ſtill appear | 
| | No 
0 2 p. 76. + This Gentleman wrote in Verſe. 
+ Snarlers and  Impartialift, 
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Neo Reaſons for Satyric Truth ? 


You're ſtrangely partial, Rev'rend Youth : 
The Wormwood Quality you fear, . | 
I know it galling to the Ear, 


Of every putrid Charatter. 


Much you diſlike my laſhing Cen, 


Who (inter nos) is not a Nor; 
Let this mock Patron ſoon apply 


My friendly Rub, or, by the bye, 
I've got another Shaft in Store, 

Nay, on Demand, a hundred more : 
But, in Excuſe, I hear you lay, 


He has no Pickings in his Way ;— 


Hold—let me tell this Son of Lawn, 

He's ev'ry Courtier's Levee-Spawn : 
There, long ago, he might have ſped, 

And earn'd his croucking Nephews Bread, #— 
Enough of dirty, cringing en; 
Return we to our Text again : 

I think you write with fluent Eaſe, 


Repeat it oft, the more you ll pleaſe, | 
= e In 
* With impartial. Fuftice the Author takes this Opportunity to 
acknowledge the £&fex Removal, (tho' eſteem'd a defign'd Spectes 
of Baniſhment) and hopes this Right Rev'rend wall ſhortly re- 
member the Hampſhire longer-ſtanding Claim upon him. 
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In Town I make a trifling Stay, 
Dao cries—to BArH away: 
There I expect your writing ſoon; 


| Now fare you well, obſerve my Boon. 


ADVICE to a FRIEND, 
Much adifled to GAMING. 


TILL you perſiſt, unthinking Youth, 
In ſpite of daily, painful Truth; 

Why ſuffer all my friendly Care 

To vaniſh into fleeting Air P 

Let Reaſon but aſſume her Reign, 

You'll quickly be yourſelf again ; 

And loath (with me) ſuch vile * 

Deſtructive, Foe to ev'ry Joy ; ; 

Tis Madneſs all—avaunt the Plea 

Of rooted Cuſtom, that with Mx 

Weighs nothing; tis an idle dream, 

And Reaſon knows not what you mean : 

Judge by Effects, they beſt declare, 

How ill the Cauſe ; deſiſt. forbear 
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By me your Children, prudent Wife, 

(Made wretched by your thoughtleſs Life) 
Implore, beſeech your giving Ear; Ef 
By theſe (if yet they're held moſt dear) 
Conſider, then, retreat in Time, 

Let me prevail in honelt Rhyme ;j— 

Think how unjuſt. what foul Diſerace, 

To bring Diſtreſs upon your Race: 

Poſterity muſt dearly ue x 

Their abject State entail'd by You. 

Reflect in Time, nor raſhly flight 

Advice, which well you know is right. 


— 
E X T EMPORE 


Upon ſeeing Mrs. WORLEY at Barn, in the Charatter 
of Mrs. OaxLEy, in the Jealous Wife. 


TORN, with never-dying Praiſe, 
Has ſtamp'd a PRITCHARD s Fame; iy 
Had we his Genius ſtill to boaſt, 


He'd join a WorLEv's Name. 


MA18SCELLAMNSES aft 


Upon a certain BATH PRINTER, who groſsly abuſes the 
Public by writing in his own weekly Paper a uulgur, 
ſcandalizing Review, under the Signature of FRANK 
FREEMAN, and others. 
The IMPOSTOR Unmask d. 

Nes print my Lines, good Maſter 3 

You've Reaſons, clear as Day-light ſeen ; 

What P**e and you (a noble Pair) 

Reſolve t engroſs the public Ear: 

Nothing, but pleaſing to themſelves, 

Theſe wou d-be Witlings, dirty Elves, - 

Wou'd force the Public to comply 

With Terms as ſervile ;—but ſhall 1 

Per-force conform ? and, like the Town, 

Swallow your Grub-Street FREEMAN down _ 

No—thus with honeſt Zeal I burn, 

And claim̃ Attention in my Turn. 

Wirn foul-mouth'd Scandal running o'er, 

(Therſites never rail'd before) 

Abubing i in his paltry News, 

Which this bright Genius calls Reviews ! In | 

N Thoſe 

+ A cot-mporary Worthy with the Impoſtor, who refus ' d the Inſer- 

tion of theſe Lines in his Monday's Paper. 


D TnzartrICAL, God bleſs us! 


8B MISCELLANIES. 
Thoſe Characters, which well I ween 
Wou'd paſs unnotic d in a Scene ; 

But Prejudice, with jaundic'd Eye, 

Makes this (Mock Freeman, by the bye, 
Drawcanfir like, or wrong or right, 

Diſſect, impale, at very Sight. 

Fie ! Soul-gall'd P**x, F reſtrain your Rage. 

Why thunder thus againſt the Stage ? 

Why on devoted AxtaHus's Head, 

Hurl thus to waſte your weekly Lead ? 

Hence to your Cloſet, ſhut you in, 

Purge your own Life from fouleſt Sin 

Apply this Hint—or, if it's meek, 

I'll quote a Proof from Avon-Street. 

Stick to your Shop—the Devils ſwear 

Your Helmefs is ſeldom there; 


Nor with rude Infult—all your own, 


” 


Blurt your Pit-noiſe in Face of Town: J 
Corrode 
+ His being turn'd off from printing for the Theatre, 15 gene- 
rally eſteemed the ſole Occaſion, of his repeated inſolent Attacks 
upon the Manager, &c. 
his inflammatory Witling has the Infamy to make fre- 


quent Diſturbances in the Houſe, attended by his debauch'd | 
OT wy < 4 8 | : 
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Corrode at home, thou Spleen- ſtruck Elf, | 
There ſtrictly probe thy dirty Self ; | * 
We'll bear no Inſolence from Tu zx 


Down with this Purge, it comes from ME. 
Se , F e G- Eg Sr ee TN 


The Triumph over Spleen f Prejudice, and moſt compli- 
cated Villainy ; occafion'd by Miſs Re av's being re- 
call'd to the Bath Stage by the generous Protection, and 
at the expreſs Defire of the Nebilily, Sc. upon the 8th 
of March, 1768; when fhe again appear d in the Cha» 


rafter INDIAN A in the Conſcious Lovers. 


HUS to relieve a wounded Heart, 
Which (tho' unconſcious) felt the Smart; 
For who can bear, with ſteady Eye, 
Such foul Report? a Hell-bred Lye !* 
Thus ſpeaking Comfort to a Breaſt, 8 * 
By Villains Malice ſore opprelt ; | 
low great the Pleaſure !—ſo refin'd ! 
The Public, with one Voice and Mind, 3 
N 2 | Kindly 
* Her intended Retreat (of which he gave public Notice) 


Was ; owing to a moſt ſcandalous RA Print, exhibited Fob, 
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Kindly protects an injur d Fair, 
And ſtamps her Conduct juft and clear. 


Henceforth be dumb—reform yourſelves, 
Ye Soul-gall'd Villains, Spleen-ftruck Elves. 
CET TOO TT TED TETIOTS. 
I. E 
To a Friend in WaLzs, ſent from Barn. 
AT Friendfhip's Call th' impartial Muſe, 
1 know you've Candour to excule) 
Wou d thus addreſs my Norton * Friend, 
Reſiding almoſt at Land's-End: 
Your cordial Letter likes me well . 
Before you wrote I cou d not tell, 
(For no Enquiry had I made 
Of Hare or Letter) how miſlay d; 
But now I learn from Mr. LEAEE, 
"Tis ſtrange he ſhou'd forget to.jpeat ; 
Both were receiv'd—but Scribbler 1 
Had quitted Baru—no Fault of you. 
Puſs was diſpatch d a-down the Lane, + 


Ne er to return that Maze again: 


As 


In Glamorganſſureuu—. f Fulgo the Red-Lane, 


MISCELELANTES. 185 
As to Epiſtle, that indeed 


I never ſaw, with Ma'am was flead ; 


% 


Well, let it pals, tis out of date, 

We ſeldom reliſh what's too late. 
Thanks for the worthy Names remitted, * 
Aſſure yourſelf I'll ſee em pitted ; 

The Medley-Work goes gliby down ; 

In preſent Month at Canpirr's Town, 
I hope you'll find 'em ready ; there 

My worthy Voters may repair; 

To Savour's I'll diſpatch em all, 
Acquaint my Friends, tis there they call. — 
In the mean Time, to kill an Hour, 
(Admit tis in the Muſe's Pow'r) 

I've ſent you my laſt mental Brat, 

Fair LI ER TY a Subject pat: , 
If they don't take my wholeſome Hint, 
I'll fouſe em well when next I print. 


Iz Courſe of Summer's chearful Prime 
Expect to ſee this Imp of Rhime ; 
But firſt I've got a Norfolk Trip; 

As ſoon as 1 can give the Slip, | 

Ma Il 


® Subſcribers. 


? 
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Ju haſte to piſs your Severn Stream, 
A viſit to Glamorgan's Scene, 


1 zxc your Piper“ may be told, 
In what Eſteem his Worth I hold . 
And tho' I've not receiv'd from Wales 
His promis'd Spoil, no Doubt prevails 
But ſhortly Madam will appear, 


In Form and Flavour of—a Hare. 


Wuxx LIBERTY (for this may cloy, 
As well as ev'ry human oy) 
Has giv'n you Shock — ſo lame the Senſe 
Her Honeſty can't give Offence ! 
Let your good neighb' ring Friends perule 
The Product of an honeſt Muſe ; 
But then this Goddeſs of my Brain, 
Obſerve you claim her back again. 


Reseecrs at Home] fear you'll chide; 


F. erewell—we ll check this ect Tide. 


* A very favourite Hound. 


Upon 
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Upon ſeeing a poor Objeit expiring in the Road near 
Barn, as the Author veturn'd from a Mornings 
Airing. | 7 

1. 
V HILST I, upon my Churchills Back, 
| (I've bid adieu to ſtumbling Hack) 
Return'd from Morning's Ride; 
II. 
1 ſaw, alas! it ehilbd my Heart, 
For, as a Man, who cou'd depart 
Without a plaintive Sigh ? 
3 II. 
I ſaw, ſurrounded by a Croud, 
Give Ear, ye rich, ſuperfluous Proud, 
An Object, pale and wan; 
IV. 
Seiz'd with a ſudden, fatal Stroke, 
Her Face approaching Death beſpoke — 


Her Diſſolution near 
| V. 
'T'was Sympathy that check d my Speed, 
Moſt willing ſtopt my favourite Steed, 
I learnt ch alfecting News! | 
And 
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8 . 
And lo! to add a further Grief, 
The very Object aſk'd Relief, 
As forth I went to Air: 
| | 3 
But now, and yet how ſhort a Space 
So fleeting is the human Race, | 
Reduc'd to ſuch a Pauſe.— 


VIII. 

If thus uncertain in our State, 
And you and I to ſudden Fate, 

May equally give way ; 

IX. 
Let Prudence, and religious Care, 
- Direct our Thoughts and Actions here, 
A well-ſpent Life's the beſt, 
x. 

Thus ſoon or late, when Heav'n demands 
The Debt of Nature at our Hands, 


We may * in Peace. 
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AY no more that Tuſtice's bliud 
This a very Argus kind; " 
He can find, or make a Flaw 
In the cleareſt Point of Law: 
Then his Breeding fo polite, 
Fitting Lord, or City Knight ; 
So obſervant of his Speech, 
Truth's above his honeſt Reach ; 
He demies, with ſuch a Grace, 
What before, with modeſt Face, 
Roundly he affirms a Fact, 
(Founded on a recent Af ;) 


Happy B what's to fear, 
Charter'd by your own D ? 


SODOOSOSSD< SS OD DDD Dd 


Wrote at the Defire of a Lady upon her little Boy. 
| ; 
HE Mule, with honeſt, friend) Joy, 


© Salutes your little darling Boy; 
May many Years, without Alloy, 
Protect your fav'rite WiLLIAM, May 
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May Time enrich with mental Grace, 

And add a manly, honeſt Face, 

Unconſcious of the leaſt Diſgrace, 

Long live your fav'rite WiLL1am. 

III. 

When Age comes on with wint'ry Stride, 

And chills your preſent youthful Tide, 

May lovely WILLIAu be the Pride, 

And Comfort of his Parents. 


IV. 


Long bleſs d with mutual Love and Care, 


May this deſerving, happy Pair, 
Enjoy Return of Youth whillt here 
Renew'd in fav'rite WILLI AM. 
And when decreed, by Pow'r divine, 
To quit this mortal Stage of Time, | 
May ev'ry after Bliſs combine 
To make 'em endleſs happy. 


Wo 
e 


An 


u IS ZIL L Ir an 


An E P I LEE 
Adareſs'd to a Friend in London. 


XI OTE the Complexion of the Times, 
I'm launching now ſome Medley Rhimes ; 

From Bath juſt poſting up to Town, 

But very ſhortly to come down: 

Your Friends are num'rous and polite, 

Aſſiſt your Bard with utmoſt Might; 

Inclos d you have my Bill of Fare, 

I truſt it won't be thought loo dear; 

There's Fiſh and Fowl, and wholeſome Fleſh, 

All good, I hope—I'm ſure they're freſh ; 

Not tainted yet by vulgar Air, 

But delicate, and Maiden- fair: 

Then buſtle in a Scribbler's Cauſe; 

By Friendſhip's ever-binding Laws, 

My grateful Heart ſhall long retain 


Your Favours, not beſtow'd in vain. 


Ns we have none—good Friend adieu; 
Neſpects at Home—Remember U. 
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An EX TE MPORE 

Wrote at the Requeſt of a Friend bon his Miſtreſs, 
AD I the Pow'r of all the Nine, 

To Senſe and Beauty ſuch as thine, 
How poor the Off 'ring—trifling Lay, 

As I can bring—one Sprig of Bay 

My Mule preſents, with friendly Care, 
And hails your DELIA heav'nly Fair ! 


Joy to my Friend ! May coming Years 
Flow undiſturb'd by painful C ares ; 
May Dzr1a (can the Gods do more? 
Or grant a ſweeter, wiſh'd-for Store ?) 
Kindly beſtow her World of Charms, 
And early bleſs your fai thful Arms. 


P 
"A DIALOGUE 
Between DAPHNE and AMINTOR. 


- | AMINTOR, 
TILL am I doom'd, alas! my Fate ! 


PH To bear the crucl Davnxs's Hate, 
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By Day I ſeek the lonely Shade, 

Though abſent, I behold the Maid; 

Run o'er her charming, lovely Mein, 

| The Env y of our Village- Green; "UG: 
At Night, in Dreams what ſweet Diſguiſe ! 
In Fancy rapt, methought thoſe Eyes 
Survey'd me with a kinder Air, 

Diſpell d my Gloom, forbad Deſprir; 
Twas but a Dream ! I wake to know 
The greatelt Torment here below ; _. 
For lighted Love—alas! the Bane, + . ./ 
Nor will you eaſe my Heart-felt Pain. 


Darinr. 
Peace, whining Swain—I know you all: 


You've Sighs, and Pray'rs, and Words at Call; 


Think not to trap my Virgin's Heart 


Wich well-feign'd Wounds from Cupid's Dart; 


I have not, (thank my Stars!) tho? bred 
In Village Cot, ſo weak a Head, 
As to believe an artful Tale— 
Remember Pa11.11s of the Dale; 

You've told this Story oft before— 

No; I'll be honeſt, tho' F'm poor. 
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AMINTOR, 
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AMINTOR. 
Darnxx, indeed you wrong my Love; 

I ſwear, by all that's good Above, 

I will not, cou'd not You deceive, 

And what I fay, you may believe : : 

Truſt me, I love with haneſt Mind, 

If charming Dar NE proves but kind, 

Conſents to inake me her's for Life, 

I'll take her for my wedded Wife ; 

Together, Hand, in Hand we'll rove 

Through yonder ſweet, retir'd Grove: 

Admire Nature's blooming Face, 

And all her pleaſing Wonders trace. 

Your Care, to tend the ſuckling Lambs, 

And mine, to watch their bleating Dams ; 

Whilſt they are feeding, You and I, 

Obſerving both with careful Eye, 

Will under friendly Shade recline, 

Then ſay, my Darnx E- you'll be mine, 


DarRNE. 
If you will act the honeſt Part, 
I muſt confeſs a partial Heart; 
And frankly own, I feel it true, 
That I've an equal Love for you: 
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Long has Am1nTor's comely Air 
Diſturb' d my Peace, with Hope and Fear; 
But ſooner wou'd I chuſe to die, 

Or live in Want and Miſery, 

Than ſuffer a deſigning Swain, 

To rob me of my honeſt Name. 


Aulx ron. 

III give my DarUxR ev'ry Proof 
That I'm an honeſt-hearted Youth s._ 
Full well I like that prudent Mind, 
To ev'ry Goodneſs ſo inclin'd ; 
I wou'd not, to be low d by Queen, 
Forego the Joys of thy Eſteem ö 
Then haſte, my Fair, make no Delay, 
To Love and Happineſs away: 
No more with racking Doubt diſtreſt, 
Since DArHNE's kind, Auixrok's bleſt. 


195 


A Po- 
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A POETIC EPISTLE, 


From Barn, to ſome Ladies in Loxpox. 


Ter me, Lade. DilreſpeR, 


| Or the leaſt defign'd Neglect, 
Has not kept your friendly Bard, 
(Never wanting in Regard) 
All this Time from ſending Letter ; 
O! chat I cou d treat you better ! 
| But my ev ry Hour 8 Employ, | 
Is, in fine, a Preſs-Annoy : 
How I wiſh to break my Chain, 
To converſe with you again ; 
But, at preſent, cannot ſay 
When I ſhall for Town away : 

Soon as Volume takes to Wing 
(Your Viſiter, with op'ning Spring) 
Then expect, — but not before, 
Jingler's rapping at your Door. 
Pray inform me of your Rout, 

(How you love a Gad-a-bout !) 
Why fo early leaving Town ? 
Muſe invites you to come down ; 


YT - 


Barn, 
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Baru, I'm ſure, will pleaſe you well, 
And we want the ſprightly Belle: 
Let your lovely Siſter know, 


* 


I myſelf will ape the Beau; 

And with true poetic Air, 

Turn Gallant—for two ſuch Fair. 
Shou'd you aſk, as well you may, 
How we live from Day to Day p 
Briefly thus—the gen'ral Way. 

Riſing early, Seven or Eight, 
(Much it hurts to lay Town-late ;) 
Strait io Pump-Room for the Waters, 


Shoals of Huſbands, Wives and Daughters, 


Hurry, with impatient Thirſt, 

Down it goes with ſuch a Guſt— 

Muſic, too, regales the Ear, 

All the while of Water-fare. 

Having paus'd a proper Time, 

. (As Scribblers muſt in coining Rhime) 

In Detachments off they file ; 

Some an Hour or two beguile, 

Fore their uſual Breakfaſt Date, 

Reading, Walking, Chit-chat, Prate, 
oO 
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Then 
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Then, to whet for Dinner's Treat, 
Numbers up the Hills you'll meet: 
But, bove all, the Ev'ning's Sight, 
Subject of extreme Delight, 

At the brilliant, crouded Ball, 
There collected, fee em all 


Abruptly yours---my Paper checks "22 
How cruel this my beſt Reſpects. 


4 o 


LIBERTY. 


LIBERTY. 


"PHE expected Storm blown over—the Reviews, 
| Conſed rate Bravoes, in their monthly News 
With mere Apology, for Thread-bare Wit, 
Their Force detach'd * (a Sign my Lunge has hit) 
Have fhrewdly pun d affecting to deſpiſe, 
A Stripling-Bard—Themſelves fo vaſtly wife ; 
And ſo well known—They're all within our Reach, 
If their good Maſter, HaufTrox would peach ; 
0 2 * Give 
® In order to parry the Author's home Thruſt (vide the Impar- 


tiatift, p. 37) theſe literary Inquiſitors divided their Pow'rs; one 
of them taking Notice of that Publication in due Courſe, the other 


fe ſerving his Fire till the following Month. 


| 
3 
f 


, 


5 „re. . 


Gixe up my Myrmidons! (I hear you cry) 
What! fee em mangled with a patient Eye! 

Run down my ev'ry galling Son of Rhime ? 

Excuſe me there—in petto, . they are mine; 

Once known, theſe trufty Hirelings, may find 

A ſeb rate Keeper how it goads my Mind, 

To think this faithful Crew of learned Men, 

Shou'd ſerve from my Employ, debaſe their Pen 
In other's Service! No, my loyal Clan, 
Unite as One, and truſt me I'm your Man, 

Will long maintain your Proweſs— in Repute, 

Let C be at Helm or curtain d B**z.” 


PEaAcE, Manager, your venal Fears are vain, 
Still maſk your Tools, on their dependant Chain 
Firmly rely—nay, I'll commence their Friend, 
Since tis to anſwer ſuch a Worthy's End; 

And with more frequent Preſs-Diſplays, I'll give 
Your Harpies Food —let 'em regale—and live 
Live, like the Sons of JovE—l mean you fair, 
Accept this Fruit, the ſooneſt I cou'd bear. 


Acain I art, the pleaſing Road explore 
To fam'd Parnaſſus; ambling on once more : 


My 
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My Subject now demands the utmoſt Skill; 

O! for a Cyurcailli's Vein to aid my Quill; 

But ſince that flatt ring Wiſh is wholly vain, | 

And nought of his ſtrong, nervous Pow'rs remain; 
Content us, with that little trifling Art, 

Which our own Clo, from her friendly Heart 

Kindly affords ; and if poetic Fire 


Is wanted, to complete my ſtrong Deſire, 


Give me but Language, to expreſs a Mind 

Of Engliſh Stamp ; grant me but Thought combin'd; 

l aſk no more: Let Groundlings, who delight 

In Sound alone, as Infants do in Sight, 

Contemn my Meaſures, cauſe their nicer Ears, 
Prefer a Jingle, though no Senſe appears: 

Applaule like theirs, would make me bluſh to own, 

I would addreſs the Mind, *tis that alone 

I wiſh to pleaſe; and ſure my preſent Plan, 

Muſt grateful prove to eviry ENGLISHMAN ! 

My Theme is LIBERTY—a glorious Aim, 

The bare Attempt muſt bring a ſcanty Fame. 


H an LIBERTY ! Thou ſummum Bonum hail ! 
And if the Wiſhes ofa Son prevail, 
O 3 Long 
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Long ſhalt thou cheriſh with thy genial Smile, 

This happy Spot, our fav'rite AL BIOx's Ifle ! 
Hail thou fair Goddeſs! How I bleſs the Hour 
That gave me Birth, a Native to thy Pow'r, 
Happy, thrice happy, when compar'd with thoſe, 
Whole very Laws are Subjects worſt of Foes : | 
Let haughty Leis with deſpotic Sway, 

As Paſſion or Caprice direct his Way, 

Baftile for Liſe, or urg d by Thirſt of Gold, 

A Fatt, though ſmother'd there, ſhall here be told ; 
Condemn old LALL to a ſhameful Death, 
Prejudg'd, then gag'd, leſt with his parting Breath, 
He ſhould have blaſted with a righteous Curſe, 

His State-pack'd Judges, than a IETTERIES worle : 
Gods! what an Act! and ſhall it pats unknown ? 
Periſh my Muſe, if I not hand it down |! 


To France compar'd, how nappy then our State, 
Freedom the Lot of all, the Poor, as Great; 
Alike protected by our charter d Laws, 

All reſt ſecure, and bleſs th eſlabliſh'd Cauſe ; 

Nay further to complete our Fund of joy, 

We boaſt a Monarch, whole whole Life's Employ, 
Is 


L {BE "RAY. 20g 
I center'd in that God-like, noble Part, 
Which claims a gen ral Tribute from our Heart, 
The Love of all Mankind; his watchful Care, 
Protects the injur d from th' Oppreſſor's Snare; 
And with parental Tenderneſs of Mind, 
Though pre-condemn'd by Law, een Convidts find 
His frequent Mercy ; what a glorious Plan ! 
** The proper Knowledge of Mankind, is Man.” 
On this jaſt Baſis, all his Actions riſe, 
 SoGREAT, ſo coop, that with uplifted Eyes | 
We bleſs th' auſpicious Hour that gave him Birth, 
Gave us, a Native-King, the beſt on Earth! 


Alx gracious Heav'n, with thy propitious Care, 
Protect, and grant his long preſiding here; 

May ev'ry Bleſſing, Happineſs and Peace, 

Crown all his Virtues, with a ſweet Increaſe, 

His Ro Al. Coxsox r, of illuſtrious Name, 

Moſt worthy to partake his Crown and Fame 

May Snx, with all that Tenderneſs and Care, 

(A bright Example to our Britiſh Fair) 

Abound in ſtricteſt Harmony and Love, 

Admir'd by all - as ſanction'd from above. 


May 
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| May Brunfwick s much-lov'd Race be long our own, 
And many future Gzorcxs grace the Throne,” 


Uv pt ſo great a Prince, ſuch envy'd Laws, 
Which from deſpotic Pow'rs extort Applauſe, 
To what Pre-eminence | what Height of Fame 
Might Britons raiſe a never-dying Name ; 
Would all unite —and for the public Weal, 
Exert their utmoſt Loyalty and Zeal ; 
With US not ancient Roux herſelf could vie, 
Nor more attract che univerſal Eye: 
Though proudly ſtil'd the Misr RES of the Earth, 
Barbarians all, ka of Roman Birth, 


Bur we, alas! Ls | thankleſs Race, 
Inſult thoſe very Laws, our Fame difgrace ; 
And with licentious Freedom of Abuſe, 
Madly attack e'en MajzsTY—traduce 
His ſacred Name, and with an impious Rage, 

_ Defy the Reach of 8 r—ungrateful Age! 1 
Are theſe Requitals for a Monarch's Love ? 
(The deareſt, beſt of Bleſſings from above) 

Is this the Tribute of a grateful Soul ? | 
Which ey'ry venal Motive ſhould controul. — 
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What epidemic Madneſs of the Brain, 

Diffus'd of late its curſed, baneful Train, 

Of hell-bred Monfters o'er our leading Men ? 

O! may ſuch Times be ne'er reviv'd again— 
When Party-Riot foaming 1n our Streets, 

Roaring out LI BERT to all ſhe meets, 

Stalk'd proudly on, diſdaining legal Rule ; 
Plac'd high in Front—a poor deluded. Tool, 

State-Mad-Cap W-1x-s appear'd—his very Nod 
The vulgar worſhipp'd—hail'd him as their Go ; 

Bellow'd ſuch Praiſes to his Deeds, you'd ſwear, 

The Idol PitT no longer worth their Care: 

Pauſe but a Time, and let Reflection's Light, 

Beam on the Mind !—could this be acting right ? 

Was this like Subjects Loyalty, to engage 
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Wich brutal Fury, and contemptuous Rage, 
The Dignity of Kings? Inſult his Name, 
And brand with rank Abuſe the Ro AL Fau EP 
What Provocation giv'n ? declare the Cauſe, 
Thou Muſe impartial, were our wholeſome Laws 
DefeQive ? that this frantic, head-ſtrong Crew, 
Led on by Faction's ever-erring Clue, 

Rear'd their licentious Banner thus on high, 


And with the /pectzous Plea of Liberty, 
REL Gull'd 


eb 
Gull'd ſhallow Souls into a groundleſs Fear, 
Our Freedom was afſaulted—Slav'ry near 
If ſpeedy Succour was not bronght to aid, 


Our ſtruggling Goddeſs, LI BERT VI bright Maid! 


Was this the true Complexion of the Times? 


Give up the Truth Truch may be told in Rhimes— 


Was there this real Danger then or not ? 

So great the Stir, you'd thought a ſecond Plot, 
Was deeply hatching by a Popiſh Crew, 

IT extirpate King, the Laws, and People too; 
That we poor Heretics mult all to $take, 


| Forfeit our: Lives for dear Religion's Sake. — 


"Twas but a Fein. grant the Helm of Pow'r, 


Was at that Time, in an ill-fated Ttonr, 


Strangely committed to a 88 ] Care ; 


A Wretch devoid of Honour, Love, or Fear 


Beyond Conception infamous aud baſe, 
Diſgracing in his Life the human Race; 
Perhaps a weaker miniſterial Tram, 
Wicked withal, in any former Reign, 

Scarce gall'd our Country, with a Set of Men 


So ill inclin'd - but foft—a Cavrcnrii's Pen, 


Has with ſuperior Dignity of Verſe, 
A laſting Stigma ſix'd, an honef Curſe, 


On 
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On their Abuſe of Pow'r; ſuffice for me, 


Thus to declare, in this J muſt agree, 


And join my grateful Plaudit to his Fame, . 
His Country's Honour was a glorious Aim, 


And well deſerves a never-dying Name, 


Bur till I muſt condemn the real Cauſe, 
That broach'd this Outrage to our King and Laws, 
Muſt deeply cenſure with impartial Pen, 

Such Ways and Means, though from thoſe very Men, 
Who wiſh'd their Country's Welfare, have been proy'd 
Our beſt of Friends, and therefore well belov'd : 
How then could T****x poorly condeſcend, 

To aid ſuch Mal-contents, nay rank as Friend, 

A Bojom Friend, that groſs inſulting Man, 

Whoſe whole Life through was built on Folly's Plan, 
State-Bravo W-1K-$—was this a Patriot's Care, 
To ſtorm and bluſter thus with lawleſs Air ? 
Was this re ſpectſul Service to the Crown ? 

Wich rank Sedition and imperious F rown, 

Could they expect that MajzsTy ſhould pay, 

An inſtant Homage to his Subjects Sway ? 

W hat baſe Apoſtacy ! Now learn the Cauſe, 
Why King and Country, Liberty and Laws, 
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Were thus afſail'd—the Helm was in Diſpute, 
$#####*+;; gur Pilot, then cloſe leagu'd with B**e, 
Join'd with Aſſociates of inferior Note, 

So weak, ſuch Dupes, that were I but to quote | 
Their Names alone, my Ink would change its Hue, 
Bluſhing Contempt of ſuch a ſervile Crew. 

To diſpoſſeſs theſe Worthies of their State, 

Then, mount themſelves, the whole of the Debate ; 
At length, by Means which they mult bluth to n, 
They gain d their wiſh'd-for Stations ner th Throne; 
Huſh'd our Alarms, appeas d the miſ-led Rout ; 
Their Point was gain d, the In became the Out. 


8 expell d, or rather, as a Phraſe, 
(Much better ſuited to theſe modern Days) ; 
Having rTefign'd his Dignity of State, 
That envied Station, by our little Great, 
On Patriot Piri we calt a longing Eye, 
Retir'd ſome Time (though penſion'd by the bye) 
All with one Mouth, requir'd his Aid - to ſave 
A ſinking Nation from an early Grave: 
But HE, oppreſs d with Sorrows of his own, . 
Declin'd his further Service to the Crown ; 
Has 
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Ilis Health ſo much impair'd—I grant the Plea 

Was juſt enough—' tis fit he ſhould be free: 

Would you confine a Man to State-Affairs, 

Flannel'd as he, from Toe to very Ears ? 

'Twere Pity, on my Life, to add a Weight, 

A public Load on one in ſuch a State: 

An ill Requital this for all his Care! 

Don't think I jeſt—I'm truly ſerious here. 

And with Reſpect, nay, Gratitude of Heart, 

I own his Merit—'twas a noble Part, 

He lately acted for the public Weal, 

Purſu'd ſuch Meaſures, with that worthy Zeal, 

As highly rais'd his Country's Honour, more 

Than long preceding Stateſmen had before ; 

The Love of all enſu'd, our Patriot's Name 

Was far difpers'd upon the Wings of Fame ; 
Already honour'd with his Country's Voice, 

The higheſt Credit, moſt reſpectful Choice: 

What groſs ambitious Frenzy of the Mind 

(A ſtrange Propenſity in Human- kind) 

Could prompt him to give up his vaſt Repute, 

And ſacriſice his Fame to crafty B*#x ? 

Accept 0 Tide, meant but to controul, 

And thus diſplay his Poverty of Soul ? 


But 
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But hold — without this Offer we had loſt, 
The ableſt Head, and all our Projects croſt. 
On ſecond Thoughts, We muſt applaud the End, 


And own this Docrox PEERAGE much our Friend: 


Anticipation hence th Event may prove, 
His Conduct ſtill deſerves the public Love: 
J truſt this Honour will but whet---inſpire 
Freſh glowing Ardour, and a Carto's Fire; 
That we fhall ſtill have Cauſe to love his Name, 
And BRITAIN flouriſh with a deathleſs Fame. 


May no inteſtine Broils diſturb our Peace, 
May Factions die, and Unity encreaſe ; 
Let each exert his Pow'r, an honeſt Love, 
A grateful People ever muſt approve : 
Let this Contention be the only Care 
Who belt ſhall ſerve his Country, let not fear, 
Or rank Ambition, warp the gen rous End 
Of public Good, to turn a felffh Friend, 
Act from an upright Principle of Heart, 
From ſuch a Baſis, dare not to depart : 


Remember W-rx-s, that Mad-Cap of the Times; 


Can we then wonder, that in foreign Climes, 
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He's left to linger, having done hus Work, 

And ſpurn'd with Rancour, that would damn a Turk? 
I marvel not, ſuch be the exil'd Fate 

Of all thoſe baneful Subjects to a State ; 

Whole Actions guided by a Party-Rage; 

Serve only to enflame a vicious Age; 

And under Pretext of a gen'ral Good, 
(By which their King and Country's underſtood) 

Sow rank Sedition o'er their native Spot, | 
Almoſt renewing Times (thank Heav'n) forgot, 


Is this our boaſted Liberty? For Shame! 
Why proſtitute her ſacred, ſpotleſs Name 
To ſuch. licentious Actions? Turn your Eyes 
To Corsca's brave Sons, tis their's the Prize, 
Who juſſiy ſtruggle gainſt oppreſſive Force, 
To curb their ancient Freedom, turn the Courſe 
Of LIBERTY's ſweet Channel---Friends, beware, 
The Time's at Hand, avoid th' inſidious Snare, 
Corruption's Bait, ſo nicely gilded o'er, 
Miba, Sorcereſs ſo fam'd of yore, | 
Was poor in Wiles, compar'd with preſent Times, 
Re cautious then, apply my honeſt Rhimes ; 


The 
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The real Men, and Morals ſtrictly try, 
Examine both with the moſt curious Eye ; 
Nor ſuffer daily faſcinating Treats, 

To lull your Reaſon by the fouleſt Cheats: 
Think not a Spendthrift L***** worth your Care; 
Tell me his Merit---He's Avazo's Heir, 


Pais thoſe Villains, to their Country's Health, 
Who thus preſuming on their dirty Pelf, 

Would lead us Captive, to a ſhameful End, 

. Periſh each Agent---ev'ry Canvas-Friend, 

Who dead to Honour, for the Sake of Place, 
Would ſtab his Country with the worſt Diſgrace ; 
Curſe us with Tools ſo ignorant and vain, 

As even Folly bluſhing cannot name. 


B wary then, tis now the Time to think, 
We ſtand on Happineſs or Ruin's Brink. 
* Wiſely and ſlow, they ſtumble who run faſt” 
Apply this Maxim, Jet it ever laſt : 
With Prudence pauſe---and when a meddling Lord 
Calls you his Friend, invites you to his Board, 
And cringing, hopes you'll give his Nephew Vote, 
{Whoſe Merit centers in his Uncle's Coat) 


Reply 
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Reply, with honeſt patriotic Zeal, 
My Lord, conſider 'tis the public Weal, 

Muſt rife (or fall) upon our prudent Choice, 

If he deſerves---why, he ſhall have my V oice ; 
If not---'tis fit he keep his private Seat, 

We're full ſufficient curs'd with little Great. 


Tnis will be acting like a free-born Soul, 

Above the Reach of Bnib'ry or Controul: + 
'Tis ſuch a Spirit, as will trump your Name, | 
And rank you in the higheſt Laſt of Fame. 2 
Fair LIBERTY, which otherwiſe muſt die, 

And fhortly too (Oh! that fore-boding Sigh !) 
Shall running o'er with Gratitude and Joy, 
Careſs, and love you, as her darling Boy; 
Poſterity mult honour, and approve, 
Such dear Concern, with never-dying Love. 


Maxx the Reverſe—ye Money loving Slaves, 
Who ſell your Conſciences to ſhameleſs Knaves, 
That hunt Occaſion to deſtroy yourlelves, 

( Curſe to ſuch venal, mercenary Elves) 
Who ſwallow Brib'ry, without Diſguiſe, 


And damn themſelves, with open Ears and Eyes. 
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Mark the Reverſe—ye Traitors to the Cauſe, 
Ye bale Betrayers of your Country's Laws ; 
Your putrid Actions, rotten in Offence, 
Diſguſting, pois nous to each honeſt Senle, 
Smell to high Heaven (where Freedom ever reigns) 
Gainſt you on Earth the Forgers of our Chains. 


SHAME on't, ye Monſters, who in various Guile; 


Would rob your Country of her deareſt Prize ; 
Would drive fair LIBERTY, diſtreſt, forlorn, 
| Regardleſs of her Soul- diſtracted Moan, 


To ſeek for Refuge where to lay her Head, 
Aud gain, by foreign Alms, her daily Bread : 
If for your Country you have no Regard, 


| Attend the Warnings of her honeſt Bard, 


Think, e er too late, how ſcandalouſly bafe, 
To load with Infamy, and foul Diſgrace, 
The coming Times, Poſterity will rue, 
Thoſe dire Effects entail'd by venal you. 


AePLY theſe Hints, thus fnendly urg'd to all, 
Attend the Duties of your Country's Call-: 
Exert a noble Ardour, worthy Men, 

Act jirifily honeſt, and my grateful Pen, 


Shall 
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Shall in ſome future, nay, an early Lay, 
Proclaim your Merits to the Blaze of Day ; 
But ſhould groſs Int'reſt, with her fouleſt Tide, 
Bear down all Principle, to glut your Pride; 
Take Heed, ye Slaves, I'll probe you with an Air, 
Severely keen, and lay each Bo ſom bare; 
To public N ote, I'll hand your Names of Scorn, 

And make you curſe the Hour, when you were born : 


Nazoss and Loxps, alike my honeſt Hate, 
Who indirettly _ to wound the State. 


ATi pre- . d; my horief F . Vipers, 
Lock er you leap, diſtruſt the lurking Snare ; 
By my Directions cautiouſly proceed; 
Firſt, know your Men, then, chuſe with prudent Speed: 
Remember, tis your Country's deareſt Health, 
Fair L1BERTY's at Stake hence ſordid Pelf— 
Periſr that Wretch, whoſe mean, corrupted Heart, 
For Thirſt of Gold, would act a Traitor's Part; 
May he, deteſted by the Good and Juſt, 
Live here forbid, be afterwards aceurſt; 
May Bonds moſt grievous in a future State, 
His baſe Apoſtacy of Soul await ! 
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Pay due Allention to our wholeſome Laws; 
On theſe depend, by theſe direct our Cauſe 3 
Let firm Integrity of Mind controul, 

Abhor a renal, mercenary Soul ; 

All private Int reſt for the public Weal, 
Reject with Scorn, exert an honeſt Zea]: 
Grant us, with Gratitude—that noble Chain, 
(Keep me, fair Goddeks, ever in thy Traip) 
To honour and approve your prudent Skill; 


Give us but thoſe, whoſe honeſt Hearts and W. ill 


Go Hand in Hand; whoſe firſt, whoſe only Care, 


Is Love of Country—what remains to fear? 
With ſuch Supports, ſuch Bulwarks of Defence, 


Intrench'd with Principle and folid Senſe ; 


When Meaſures wiſely plan'd, by honeſt Men, 


(O! whata pleaſing Subject for the Pen!) 

To what Advancement—H onour, and Renown, 
Muſt add a Luſtre to the Britiſh Crown : 

When Peace and Concord— grant the Time's at Hand, 
Shall ſweetly join, to bleſs our native Land; 

Content at Home (by Heav'n's all-ruling Pow'r) 
Shall arm, defend us in the hoſtile Hour. 


LET 


* 
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Let ſubile Fance, cloſe lengu'd with Siſter Spain, 
If ſhe would brave another Blow gin, 
Come foaming on, expect no eaſy Prey, 
BRITONS, the Glory of the well-fought Day 
Mutt beam on you—ff with yourſelves at Peace, 
Expect the faireſt, Harveſt of Increaſe: 
Abroad reſpected, and at Home ſecure. 
Sweet UxiTy ! thou only laſting Cure, 
Infuſe thy Balm, tis thy all- wanted Aid, 
Propitious hear, thou Heay'n-deſcending Maid! 
Grant us thy Light—Happy, thrice happy State, 
The Muſe, with Gratitude of Heart elate, 
Foretclls the Bleſſings under GEORGE's Sway, 
Which then {hall viſit at an early Day. — _ 
The Lira Arts ſhall flcurilh R 
(And een to Por a Patron found ;) _ 
Time ſhall flow on, replete with ev'ry Joy; 
And ſterling Linz Ty, without Alloy, 
Shall ſhine ſaperior in Meridian Ray, 5 
And, like the glorious Sun, enrich our Day.— 
Such the EHfects of UNIT Is mild Pow'r; 
Court but her Influence, at the preſent Hour, 
Then reſt aſſur'd, ſucceeding Time ſhall prove, ; 


Our Country's Honour, and her ſtaady Love. 
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But if neglected—in prophetic Rhime, 


I croak the Mis' ry of approaching Time. 


No more of this let wholeſome Hints ſuffice, 
AR circumſpett - be honeſt—and you're wiſe. 


HERE we break off—and now to the Reviews, 
With a!l Submiſſion, I give up the Muſe. 

They fay, ſhe's petulant—but is it true ? 

Good, candid Reader, I refer to you : 

Indeed I cannot dread theſe Lurkers Frown, 

Or court their Smiles, and yet 'tis plain the Town 
Are much inclin'd to favour or condemn, 

As theſe confed rale Wits will ſuffer them: 

No Matter, tis a ſtanding Rule with mo, 
Impartial as I am, I will be free. 

Let em puff Medleys * with a venal Praiſe, 
(Themſelves a Proof, we live in meddling Days) . 
And thunder monthly Bulls againſt my Lays; 

I value not, twere Folly to be hurt, * 
By ſuch a nameleſs Cloud of Miſt and Dirt 8 
Beſides, lis but their Duty after all, 

A Servant muſt obey his Maſler's Call: 

2 ae 


9 A publicatioꝶ under this Title ſome Months ago, 
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Write on, ye truſty ſcientific Crew, | 
It harms not me, and if it feeds but you, 


I would not---by meck Charity I fear 
I would not, you ſhould quit your letter'd Chair 


Obey your Orders, execute the Will, 
Of your deſpotic Lord, and ſpare or kill. 


Of critical Importance, hold it ſtill, l 


I offer you Alliance, as a Proof, 

I mean to act conſiſtent with the Truth; 

This wails your Teſt---call a Senatus trait, 
 Poize well each Line---mark that each Word has Weight; 
For once let Cax Doux hold an equal Scale, 
Juſtly aſſay the whole, let Right prevail: 
Nor meanly pilf ring out ſome trifling Word, 


— 


Condemn at large, the reſt unſeen, unheard ; 
This is prejudging with felonious Art, 
And argnes neither Worth of Head or Heart. 
"Liy'poorly done, yourſelves intrench'd, unſeen, 
Lurking, like Brother B**x, behind the Screen, 
Thus to diſcharge your miſſile Darts, and wound 
With monthly Rancour, thoſe on open Ground, 
Who ſcorn fuch Covert, - brave the public Eye, 
{With Names aſhx'd) tis theirs to judge, and try 

On 
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” On Cannove's Baſis I an Abthor's Claim, 


To public Notice, and a letter'd Fame, 
Is jullly grounded on Deſert, or not, 
Iis their's to judge What Need then of a Plot ? 


3 monty Combination of ſuch Elves, 


Who entertain ſo highly of themſelves, 

As to preſume on poliſtid Flaſehood's Plan, 

To cruſh at Random that aſpiring Man, 

Who ventures to diſplay, or well, or ill; 

Let pow rful Reaſon guide his honeſt Quill; 
Or grant him Tool of ſome State: juggling Knave, 
(Curſe to the Mem'ry of each Hireling Slave) 
Tis all the ſame - theſe Lurkers in the Dark, 
For write they muſt, and ſhoot at ev'ry Mark; 
Hurl their Abuſe, no Matter wrong or right, 


Unknown themſelves, mere Bravoes of the N ight. 


Ax ſhall ſuch Slaves (deteſted be the Thonght) 
Who work for Pay, and therefore ſold and bought, 
Uſurp Dominion ? Muſt we then obey, = 
Submit'our Thoughts to their deſpotic Sway ? 
Up-rouſe for Shame'! be drug'd no more to reſt, 

| Judge for yourſelves, you are our proper Teſt : 
| 5 Let 
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Let not theſe Minions, Slaves to venal Pow'r, 
(Whoſe only Claim, the Venom of an Hour); 
Controul your Reaſon, theſe your worlt of Foes, 
Who would a Bondage on the Mind impoſe ; 
Theſe firike at Linx v, would cramp the Mindy 
Which bounteous Nature, free and unconfin'd, 
Has lent to all, exert the Gift of Heav'n, 

For this alone, is God-like Reaſon giv'n : 

With Candour hear, let Equity decide, 

You cannot err, with Reaſon. for your Guide, 
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Tr1s---and no more---in future Walk of Life, 
Let come what may---unknown to ambuſſi d Strife, 
I'll keep my Road, Snarlers with Lurkers join, 
Io curſe the Freedom of each honeſt Line: 
It moves me not; 'twould'but diſgrace my Page; 
To anſwer ev'ry Gnatling of the Age: 
Curs will bay on---when-Cynthua heav'nly briglit! 
Stoops from her Dignity of ſpangled Night 
To notice Mongrels---then---but not before, 

I'll make Reply to ev'ry Witling's Roar. 


 Lunxexs adicu---be honeſt, if you can 
Unkennel one---we're equal. Man to Man. 
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_—— —_ 
To a Friend m Town, ſent from Bath. 
ITH clouded Head, and out of Time,“ 
Still I'm reſolv'd to ſeribble Rhime ; 


Thanks for your kind, obliging Letter, 
It merits a Return much better. 


I'm glad, nay much rejoic'd to find, 
That LI BERT ſo hits your Mind; 
The Parſon too approves my Brat— 
I'm pleas'd, extremely pleas'd with that. 
_ | A Piece 


* Muks Aurora amica. 
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A Piece of News, for private Ear 
No matter —ſhortly "twill appear, 
As public as a Preſs can make it, 

And therefore let the Winds all take it. 


GainsBro', an Artiſt in this Place, 
1 told you was to draw my Face ; | 
And, gratis, promis'd to ſupply, 
A Picture for the public Eye: * 
Apoſtate like, denies his Word, 
In fine, has ated ſo abſurd, X 
And treated me with ſuch Neglect, 
Though I've behay'd with all ReſpeRt, 
That I've engag d- am in Advance, 


To treat him with ſatyric Dance; 

In Manner—on Churchilliad Plan, 
In laſh this petty Gentleman, «| 

A ſecond Hod ARTIH to your View—-, 
When maul'd in my corroding Stew, 
His Uſage he ſhall quickly rue.“ 

| vod 


Intended for the Spring-Garden Exhibition. 
is N will be publiſh d, An EPISTLE to Tuonas 


danone, painter, at Bath. 
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Nor tell me W-rx-s, with full Intent 
To gain a Seat in Parliament, 
1s juſt return d from exil'd State, 
And much befriended by the Great 
I'm ſorry for't, without Diſguiſe; 

I've given up, to public Eyes, 

My Thoughts in honeſt, recent Rhimes, 
Touching the paſt licenious Tics; 
And much I fear, if mad-cep Zeal 
Should fix him in the Public-Wezl, 
Confuſion may again prevail, | 


Well, let the Tirtics go as they will, 
My Recipe is pow rful flilt— 
Integrity of Heart—a' Mind 

Of equal Ballance—thus inclin'd— 

| You mult be happy; Time and Place, 


Will ever wear a pleaſing Face. 


* 


; - 
3 


| Bor hold---we'll put a finiſh here--- 
Helieve me your's, moſt ſincere. 


Like Ship depriv'd of Helm and Sail.— 


The 
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An EXTEMFORE. 
The Author conſoles à Friend whoſe Inclnations were 
 eppos'd by the Parent of a young Lady, to whom he 
paid his Addreſſes. | 
„ my Boy, the preſent Day, 


I grant you has no genial Ray 
But tell me—is it therefore meet? 


Mult we ſtill lack a Sun-fhine Treat p 
Perhaps the Morrow may ſupply, 

Elate your Heart, and glad the Eye— 
Be chearful, Man—ayaunt Deſpair, 75 
Since you can truſt the gartial Fair; 
Aſſure yourſelf that Time will Work, 
And proper Conduct ſooth a Turi; 

With Patience wait this ſriendh Balm 
The Muſe foretells—** All will be calm,” 


000000040$00000000, 
The BUSYBODY. 


at Teneas tws Te. 


be 1 Ky EY who in Quarrels interpoſe, 
| " Muſt often wipe a bloody Noſe,” 
A Maxim 
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A Maxim this from lroneſt Gay, 

And yet we find how far aſtray, 

Blind Mortals wander ev'ry Day. | 

But little did I think Friend P., 

| (You ſee I've hitch'd you in a Line) 

Would ſo forget himſelf, and Bard, 

For whom he had profeſs d Regard, 

As to neglett this golden Rule, 

And thus diſplay, the meddling Fool; 

Impertinent, officious, wrong— 

(Much better he had held his Tongue) 

For let your Brother Artiſt know, 

Since tis Himſelf that nerves my Bow, 

The promis d Shaft ere long ſhall wing, 

For you've but doubly brac'd the String 4 
In the mean while his dapper Squire, 

Compos'd of true pacific Fire, 

| May fetch and carry,“ bluſter, ſwear— 

But all in vain—he heflors Air. 


* This worthy Confidant was ſo nettled at the Author's ad- 


hering to his retort Determination, that he declared he would 


bring any Meſſage whatever from Mr. G. 
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Sent to a Lady in SurrOLx, whom the Author had been 
formerly acquainted with, 
F you retain the leaſt Eſteem, 
And former Friendſhip (grateful Thema) 
Is not effac'd by Place or Time, 
Permit me thus in humble Rhime, 
To aſk your Vote, and Int'reſt too, 
To grace the Liſt of Scribbler U. 
Inclos'd you have the Fare deſign d, 
I hope 'twill reliſh to your Mind; 
If ſome Variety can pleaſe, 
And Subjects wrote with daily Eaſe, 
54 think, in ſome Degree at leaſt, 
You muſt approve the Medley Feaſt ; 
And clear I am, with candid Eye, 
You'll view theſe firft Attempts to fly: 
In Time, perhaps, (for that ſpeaks Truth) £4 
This Muſe of mine, but now in Youth, | 
May ſet before you ſomething better 
Farewell — excuſe this haſty Letter. 
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en e r L - E; 
To a neglefiful Correſpondent in Town. 

* give me pauſe no An ſwer yet! 

Let's fee how long you've been in Debt 

"Tis near two Months—a fhameful Date ; 

But ſay, why thus reflefling late? 

You're hke the F rench, in Treaty wile ; 

But ſoon (like them) throw off Diſguize ; 

And break through eV ry Promiſe made 

Pray leave to France this ſhuffling Trade 

The Engliſh are of diff rent Breeding, 

Such low Fineſſe not worth our Heeding. 


Is future, treat me with Reſpect. 
And lay aſide this cool Neglect; 
Nor further urge my Lady Muſe, 
The preſent Fault ſhe may excuſe; 
But mark the Terms wihout Delay 
Diſpatch a Line; a ſingle Day 
May fo provoke her- take the Hint, 
Or ſhortly you'll be chid in Print 
At preſent, with fincere Regard. 
I refl your moſt pacific Bard. 
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The Author deſcribes his Subſcription Cunuaſs, and takes 
Leave of his Friends, | 

Wb EN firſt my Muſe, pas more bold than 

wile, - 

Defign'd this Trifle for the public Eyes, 

Thus ſhe reſolv'd—Enough of Canvaſs Routs,- - 

To treat with equal State both Ins and Outs : 

Steel d with Reſolves of this well-temp'd Kind, 

I choſe this Plan, pre-fraught with equal Mind : 


Mark the Reſult—accept a brief Detail, 
Believe me, tis a 705 Round unvarniſh'd Tale.” 


'Txtcx'p and abus'd by Publiſhers in Ton, 
- ORtober laſt to Baru I trip d me down; | 
There the Whim ſeiz'd me, by Subſcription Mode, 
(Aſſur d that it muſt prove a better Road) ; 
To give theſe Trifles io the public Eye, 

And print em here I've Reaſons by the bye 
But ſhould you aſk a damning Proof, I quote 

The faithful We nv, of true Coxcomb Note. 


— = —— = 


pron ———ů—ů ů — — ent X 


Wert, my Propoſals firſt appear'd—let's ſee— 


With Specimens affix d 7 (ſome two or three) 
Q About 


*. Vide p. 1 In the Bath Paper. 
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About the Cloſe of bleak October's Reign; 
Inviting all, who lov'd poetic Strain, 

To honour with their Names, and beſt Regard, 
Th impartial Scribbler—a mere Muſhroom Bard.“ 
Some Days elaps'd—my Books as Maiden-fair, 

As if they never were expos'd to Air : 

I heeded not ; indeed I gave a Hint, 

To Friends profeſs'd, of what I meant to print; 
But they, Lind Souls, thro Prudence chooſe to ſtay ; 
« "I Time enough, when others lead the Way, 
We'll join the Corps as if they meant to fight 
The Battle o'er ; theyr'e doubtle's in the right: 
Twas 8s Plan: we all allow his Merit; 
For though he halted, twas not Want of Spirit. 
At length ſome unknown Volanteers began, 

To patromze this ſame ſubſcribing Plan : 

A grateful Public is the beſt to truſt, 

For prudent Friends are clog'd with Envy's Ruft : 
How do I laugh to hear theſe Worthies cry, | 
(Whilſt Spleen- ſtruck Fury maddens in their Eye) 
I wiſh Succeſs, with all my friendly Heart, 
And really ſhould be glad to help in Part; 


»The Author hñias not wrote more than a Year, 
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But-----here the Canker of ſuch dirty Souls 

Sticks in their Throat—a ſelfiſh Blank controuls ; 
They cannot, for their Life, declare the Cauſe ; 
No Need of Words—'tis plain what gives em pauſe. 
- Still my Liſt ſwell'd, in fpite of Soul-gall'd Elves, 
Who hurt not Me—they only ſtung themſelves. 

And here, with Gratitude for Favours ſhown, 

I thank my num'rous Friends in Norfolk's Round: 
I thank you ALL ; perhaps another Year, 

(If Heav'n ſo grant my Life and Health to ſpare) 
A ſecond Volume of the Medley-kind, 

May furniſh Laughter for the gen'rous Mind : 

At preſent, I rehgn my public State; 

Why ſhould not Scribblers love (as well as Great) 
To quit the Buſtle of---a Preſs Reſort--- 
Farewell---for Reſt---I'll hie me to the Covar,* 


* Of Laxnpare, 
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